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THE MAGIC OF THE WOODS 



Now there is a mist of red, 
Now there is translucent green. 
With a sapphire glow between, 
On the dark hill maples spread: 
And the wind, new blossoms blowing. 
Scatters joyance, for his sowing, 
In the treetops, on the groimd, 
Till the old leaves, scarred and browned. 
Follow after as tho' praying 
They might once again be Maying — 
Lifted up and made anew 
Comrades of the nearing blue — 
April's heralds down the way 
Where the first wake-robins stray. 
And the chickadee is heard 
Lisping a sweet sylvan word 
Spoken first while pipes were plajring. 
And Love laughed within the woods. 

n 

Now the myriad sleeping ones. 
Children of unnumbered sims,. 
Love's low wonder-call obey — 
Springing up in bright array. 
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Now all little leaves are glad, 
Pink, and green, and silver clad, — 
And the wood-thrush, come again. 

Flute and viol of the trees. 
Weaves in every wooded glen 

Golden-threaded harmonies. 
Now a far imcertain pipe. 
From the reedy haimts of snipe. 
Half awakes the heart to dreams 
Broken as the simlight's gleams 
When the taller tree-tops stand. 
Islands in a misty land. 
Vocal, and the soul is thrilled 
With desire of Beauty willed. 
Now a something like the breath 
Of the wild crab shameth Death — 
And from dull and flinty things. 

Moving still in half amaze. 
Lift and flash the splendid wings 

Of new gods who shape the days. 
Lover-like, of many a lily 
Mirrored in a water stilly 

Deep within the quiet woods. 

Ill 

Now the rosy mallows glowing 
By a dark lagoon outflowing 
Lazily, give light to light. 
Where long beams of yellow smite 
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Stilly thro' leaves diaphanoiis, 
Where the bees are sedulous. 
Now the lichens, gray and blue. 
Spread each dappled tint and hue, — 
And the orange willows slim 
Net with gold the mossy rim, — 
All for Summer, who sits drowsing. 
While the bees their sweets are housing 
With a low melodious humming — 
Summer with her sim-flecked hair. 
Silken shadows round her there. 
Waiting for her lover's coming 
Through the fragrance of wild roses, 
Through the green that softly closes 
Round their tryst within the woods. 

IV 

Winding is the path and narrow. 
Sweet with boneset, mint, and yarrow — 
And the sunlight twinkling mellow. 
Like an elf in shining yellow. 
Comes and goes where boughs are waiting 

Leafless, while beneath them lie 

Heaps of gold and vermeil dye — 
Shapes that Beauty in creating 

Gave a wondrous ministry. 
There in pauses of the song 

Of a sparrow, silvery. 
Like low laughter half repressed, 
13 
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Or a secret that's confessed 
Furtively, with guessed-at glances, 

O'er the crispy shadows long 
Something lightly dances, dances, 

With a swift, elusive glisten — 

With a silken listen, listen — 
To the music of the woods. 



In a stainless crystalline 
Garment that the clouds of gray 
Wove in quiet all the day — 
Wait the woods: oak and pme 
Lily flowered, each to each 
In a silence that is speech 
Rarer than the lips may teach — 
Spirit-drawn commune they there, 
In the pure imsensuous air. 
Of the things that somehow are. 
Mystery of leaf and star, — 
Seeming, as the shadows darken. 
Like gray ministrants that hearken 
For a Step within the woods. 

VI 

Still beneath the open sky. 
Still, where dwelleth Solitude, 
Sensitive to Beauty's mood 
14 
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And to Nature's melody — 
Dwell the poets who shall slake 
Soul-thirst, and shall happier make 
All who, weary of the strife, 
Come into the fuller life. 
Still the kinship of the whole. 
Wind and sky, and earth and soul, 
Only creed of birds and bees. 
Lives in endless harmonies — 
Thrills with an imcloying pleasure, 
Shapes unto a perfect measure 
Hearts and flowers, and stars and woods. 
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THE SPIRIT OF NATURE 



This way she went, that lovely being, fair 

In all that shapes the beauty of the dawn. 
Or some white star that, trembling thro' the air 

Of golden twilight, sees itself withdrawn 
In mirroring deeps of softer tint and hue — 

Or morning's mist that in blue baimers curled. 
E'en as we look is lost in deeper blue — 

Or, silken-meshed, is on the hillside furled. 
This way she went, for here a primrose sways 

As tho' her hand had for a moment caught 

It to her lips, and left it, fragrance-fraught, 
To breathe to every minstrel wind her praise. 
And here's a leaf, rich-wrought in gold and bronze, 

New fallen from her bosom — I shall see 
Her kirtle, haply, thro' the waving fronds 

Of delicate ferns, and with her witchery be 
Entranced, as she waits, within a dell. 
Where fragile flowers of green silence dwell 
O'erarched with scarlet berries, shadowy laid 

In gray-green layers, and tall vines that leap 
To clasp bright heights of sun from heights of shade 

Uprounded in great oaks of murmurous sleep. 
But no, she waits not — by a cardinal flower 

Late blooming o'er the streamside, like a flame 

Divided by green velvet, leaves proclaim, 
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[ The Spirit of Nature 

A-sparkle with her presence, neath a shower 
Of golden dewdrops she has passed where cane 
Wakes low sweet whispering like summer rain. 

n 

Had I not loved I should not e'er have found 

This old path leading to a grassy vale, 
Where naught is heard that has not mellow soimd — 

The flicker's tapj tap, tap, the call of quail, 
Like far, sweet pipes kissed by the west-wind's lips 

And breathing meadowy scents of dusk and dew. 
And subtle sadness, as of heart's eclipse. 

And haunting memories of rose and xue. 
I Had I not loved I had not known the lure 

Of drooping branches where, the world forgot, 
j Shy woodland blossoms, starry rayed and pure, 

Commune with Quiet, where each sheltered spot 
Has charms of her I seek, and year by year 

The varying seasons tell them o'er and o'er. 
Her f aur similitudes, and f a^ry clear 

The minstrel stars go singing evermore 
Of her I love. So, softly, for her glows 

This sheltering sweetgxun, like a lovely shrine 
Of shifting colors — stars of opal light 

Poised for the dance — or is it some rare wine. 
That pulses in cool crystals — for a rite 
Of woodland mystery of sims and snows? 
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The vale now opens and the cloudless sky 
Is deepest violet where, floating high, 
Are countless butterflies of golden white. 
Like wing^ laughters bom of mornings bright 
And twinkling forth to still the yearning heart 
Of Autumn, saddened with the weight of tears 
Upgathered from all Summers. Far appears, 
With steady swing, that Mystery that is part 
Of Nature's silence — that still call of reed. 
And quiet stream to many a downy breast 
Made soft for motherhood and kindly rest 
In green ancestral halls. Love be their speed. 
And now he sings, that bright embodiment 
Of blended melodies caught from the earth — 
The flute of Sorrow and the pipe of Mirth, 
And Spirit strains by wandering breezes lent. 
He sings, and low within the grass I lie 
As one forgetting all the way he came — 
And listening, as might listen snow or flame. 
Or some blue deep of never-fathomed sky, — 
Or some fair leaf that quits its parent tree 
And floats enraptured of the melody 
Against the singer's breast, and, gently down. 
Lies at his feet content — of no renown. 
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IV 

Now, by a water, still, whose banks are strewn 

With crispy leaves of shining brown and red — 
Where twin stars glow, and a thin spectral moon 

Looks thro' vast space, the dead upon the dead - 
I pause, I wait, I fed the rhythmic swing 
Of countless worlds, and yet, as dusk comes on, 

I know the aster's touch, the boneset's tang. 

And sweet remembrance of dear birds that sang 
To Silence here, and now are gently gone. 
Thus all in all she brings me to each one. 
The humblest flower and the mightiest sun. 
Vast meteors flaming thro' the deeps of night, 

And midges dancing in the level rays 

Of ruddy-golden simsets — to the ways 
Where unseen forces whirl, with endless might. 
Great orbs of splendor. These she ever tells 

In colorful words, in symbols and in types. 
In music sweeter than far silvery bells 

And wildwood strains of mellow haunting pipes. 
Naught is forgot -^ I know she lingered here 

Where this last gentian lifts its closed blue 
Above the stream, yet sees not, mirrored clear. 

Its own fair image, or each framing hue 
Of leaf, and grass, and cloud-flecked sapphire sky - 
But, taught by inner visions, keeps full well 
The joy of Beauty — moving, in its spell. 
To far appointed ends thro' changes deep 
Of Simimer days and Winter's long, lone sleep. 
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To-night the Wind, immortal whisperer 

Of secrets guessed at by the heart, but known 
To him alone, stands at my window blur 

In darkness strange, with things, misshapen grown, 
That wait all silently, while, from above, 
Is scattered glinting lightness as of dreams 

Caught up of milk-weed-down and sown again 
By hands invisible. No cheering gleams 
Of mellow lamp-light speak of home, of love — 

But as the dead are all the haimts of men. 
Yet in a vision white, of cosmic chill, 
I see her working out her purpose still 
Neath long weird waving of her banners bright 

In primal beauty, over fields of death 

Where emerald ice keeps man's last labored breath — 
And at the nearing, smothering wings of Night 

,The wan Stm beats with feebler strokes and slow, — 

And fiercer still the fires auroral glow. 
Her purpose e'er she works tho' not a trace 

Of man remains, and all by him upraised. 

His goodly immortality, self-praised, — 
Has passed as swiftly as a phantom race — 
Or as a cloud, fair-bannered with bright gold. 

Dissolves in formless mist, its massive walls 
Wherefrom its splendor was in splendor told. 

Forever broken, and its radiant halls 
Made one with darkness. Steadfast evermore 
Past systems, gods, and e'en that far ideal 
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Whereto men strive — she worketh calmly on 
In aeons variable with her loveliness — 
Nor prayersy nor tears, nor Faith's mirage, before. 

Of isles of bliss whereto the blest are gone, — 
Shall change her from her course, or make less real 
What she has wrought who knows not Time's duress. 



VI 

Along far reaches of a pebbled shore 

The changing curves of blue, and green, and white, 

In long slow radiance of broken light. 
Her beauty speak who lives forevermore. 

The shifting facets of the waters flash 

To heaven her loveliness, and the foamy dash 
Of waves in quick sweet laughter wakes my heart 

To boyish ecstasy, to nm and leap. 
To sing, to dance, thro' thin, cool waves to dart. 

With irised shells to mark the tides that creep 
Toward that divorced pale shape. And now that clouds 

Lift, lift from mists of mingled sky and sea. 

And narrowing darkness hides immensity — 
And things titanic clothed in ragged shrouds 

Threaten the heaving waves — still, she is near. 

The wild, mad white-caps fill me not with fear: 
The rushing winds whose furious charges beat 

The hissing spray, the blur of violent rain, 
The lightning's flame, the war-worn rocks that meet 

The storm unmoved — tho' land and main 
Seem lost in riot, still her beauty breaks 
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Upon my soul in steadfastness sublime — 
Like some fair star that on chill midnight wakes 

From dreams serene, and thro' the hurrying wrack 
Mounts calmly zenithward. Now sun glints come, 
The fierce winds lull, the thunder has grown dumb, 
The long swell sinks foam-laced and purple-green. 
Far off a sail shows broader, brightening gray 
That dips thro' shade and sun and slips away 
Into blue nothingness. And now a pool 
Beside my feet, where lifts a boulder black. 
Is filled with sudden simlight, golden, cool 
In emerald deq>s, where pink anemones, 
Like vestals rare of hidden mysteries. 
Sway silently in rites symposiac. 

VII 

My heart, my heart, what mean these yearning cries? 

The days must change, the seasons slip away. 
The fragrant gold that in the lily lies 

Become the putridness of black decay. 

Listl hear you them who were of yesterday? 
Tho' Love be strong yet Love to her must bow 
Who in the rose and in the rainbow now 
Dies daily, and in all yet never dies. 

Come, let us go, the yellowing woods invite. 
With fallen leaves the hollows are well filled. 

The mocking-bird too soon will take his flight, 
Even now the fields with his last song are thrilled. 

Why should we wait when this one day is ours 
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To watch the beauty of the leafy showers? 
And woodland asters that in purple drift 
Along the hillsides where the sumacs lift 
Their scarlet torches? This day, of all time, 

In fullest thought shall be our own to keep, 

Till she shall bring to us the grace of sleep 
And make us one with what we now behold — 

And from our atoms create forms as rare 
As colorful caverns of deep ocean hold. 

Or, earth dissolved, rekindle us to share 
The glory of star change. Tho' ne'er return 
The lips so dear, that once on thine did bum 

With Love's sweet fire — complain not, she is just 

Who shapes in all from form to formless dust — 
And none she knows tho' all to her are dear. 
Be not cast down, why should this consciousness 
So weigh upon us that we make us gods 

To flatter us that we, who are of earth, 

Shall find, in death, we are of deathless worth — 
Saved imto praise from direst shame and stress? 
No more. This marvel of a fallen leaf 

Has more of truth than all that we have learned 
From man's inventiveness — this color brief 

As Autumn's sway — this thought of life returned 
Into the All — more beauty and more praise 
Than regal, manlike gods of endless days. 

vm 

Walk here with me, for here her presence seems 
As fragrant as the fragrance of the dreams 
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[ The Spirit of Nature ] 

Of countless lilies. See, the starry fires 

How still they bum, that flame with fierce desires 
Thro' that immeasurable distance — twinklings, gleams. 
Of diamond, emerald light, or ruddy glows. 
Fall softly here as petals shaken down 

From some rare tree of silken, shining bloom 

That, with a myriad dewdrops, lights the gloom. 
So fair the night without a mist or frown 
Of dark-browed cloud to mar its tender dose. 
There sinks the bluff, there flows the river wide 
A dim-seen imderworld of mystery — 
That now is sky and now is star-sown tide 
Of shifting stillness — there the hills uprise 

Against the dawn-break that is faintly pale 

With day's expectancy — the moments trail 
In drowsy laggardness, yet fraught with glee 
Of coming bird-song and fresh dawn-lit skies. 
Now lifts the east like some great sea aflame 

With isles of delicate pink and beaches strewn 
With shells of variant color — who shall name 

The witchery of this hour? What soul atune 
With melodies of the masters give the songs 

That wake in wood and field, ay, in the heart, 
In joy of Beauty, in the bliss of sight 
Of her fair handiwork to whom belongs 

All seasons, ages, who in every part 
Has praise and victory, even as the day 
Now covers earth with glory — out of night 
Emerging splendid with immortal light. 
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THE LOVER 

Tho' you passed in utter darkness, 
Tho' my eyes could not behold you 
For the horror of the shadow — 
Tho' I called and had no answer — 
Heart of me but I shall find you. 
Everywhere the leaves will whisper 
Your dear name, and flowers springing 
Be as tokens fair revealing 
All the way you go, and whither. 
Of you all the streams will prattle. 
Of you ever sing the river — 
Nothing that is loved of Beauty 
But will help me, but will guide me — 
/ will not be left alone. 

Ah, you would have left me never, 
Had availed with God our pleading I 
What to us was His far glory? 
What to us the song unending? 
When we had the dream, the rapture? 
More to us the tender beating 
Of our hearts in Love's own measure 
Than the high, seraphic music. 
Than the face of God himself was. 
But he cannot, cannot hide you. 
He has taken but I follow — 
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The Lover 

None of all His hosts shall stay me — 
I will follow, follow, follow — 

Love a host has overthrown. 

Tho* you wander in far spaces 
Where the golden stars are burning 
Still, as in His presence holy, 
I shall find you, I shall know you 
By the love-light that is shining 
In your eyes for me forever. 
Tho' He take you there and make you 
Queen of all the radiant angels — 
I shall find you, I shall know you 
By your heart's outbreath^d whisper 
Of my earth-name that is dearest. 
In the very court of Heaven, — 
Ay, in God's eternal splendor 

/ will claitn you for my ownl 
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THE ALL EMBRACING 

How soon the smoke, that dense and black outblows 
From marts of toil, is lost in this charmed air 
Flushed with the crimson of the twilight's rose, 

That softly glows, 

Imperishably fair. 

Or Life, or Death, 'tis but the unending change 
By which Immortal Beauty renders pure 
Her infinite dwelling-place, and doth arrange 

Robes rich and strange 

For her investiture. 

Even now a star from deeps of blue she brings, 
And hangs it, glowing, on her bosom bright, 
And at her feet a glittering scarf she flings 

Of firefly wings 

And twinkling opal light. 

And once I saw her, in the tranc^ June, 

A rosebud fashioning of heart's desire 

And all the languorous airs that longing swoon 

'Neath Siunmer's moon — 

And flames of fragrant fire. 

The rainbow is her pathway; when the sky 
Hangs on a breath in silvery lights and gold, — 
And earth's an emerald mist, and Love goes by 
With wistful eye — 
What hope doth she withhold? 
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All worlds are hers, and from the nebulas, 
Her hands have sown, new worlds in splendor 

glow — 
Yet round her knees the prattling breezes play, 

And harebells gay 

To her their kisses blow. 

Oh, but to follow her forever truel 
Made one with her in every attribute 
Of her nobility — her soul to woo, 

And so renew 

Dreams that elsewise were mute. 

Oh, but to sing of her in some high song 
That would outvoice the glory of her face I 
Some epic strain, that might to her belong, 

Serene and strong. 

And of imdying grace. 
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THE GOSSIPS ^ ^ 

In Death's dark wood two cedars stood; 

Each nodded o'er a gravCi 
The wind blew shrill, the snow fell chill 

Before the wintry wave. 

"When I was young," said one, whose tongue 

Was like a sobbing sigh, 
"The way was new, the dead were few — 

This was the first to die. 

"And here by her in April's blur 

Of misty green and red — 
They planted me that I might be 
Companion to the dead. 

"By night, by day, so still she lay; 

She was a little thing — 
Yet oft I thought she must have caught 
My lonely whispering. 

**Then one by one in cloud and sim. 

With mourning and with tears. 
The small and great in solemn state 
Came with the passing years. 

"The wood grew trim, and passing prim 
The formal pathways ran — 
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And many a shaft was epitaphed 
With pride and prayers of man." 

The other torn by storms and worn, 

Wailed in a laughter wild: 
"Ere you," he said, "an older dead 
In heaps lay here defiled. 

"The tainted dust, a yellow crust, 

Was thick on every leai; 
By plague laid waste they came in haste — 
There was no time for grief. 

"Oft in the night, or dawn's wan light. 

Or in the sickening heat — 
They came, they came — the land was flame - 
The living scarce did eat. 

"To priest or creed they paid small heed; 

The quickly hollowed groimd — 
The trampled sod, the falling clod, 
The raw unsightly mound. 

"At twilight dim they came with him 

Whose dust beneath me lies, 
Hid none too soon — a ghastly moon 
Was in the sullen skies. 

"That mid-night drear a form drew near, 
A stricken, slender shape. 
With moaning sound and clasped the mound - 
The sunken graves did gape. 
30 
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"And once again, unseen of men, 
She came and weeping made 
A place for me in memory 
Of him who had betrayed. 

"And then one day when earth was gay. 

And flowers bestrewed this spot, — 
They brought her in, a thing of sin. 
Her grave is long forgot" 
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THE MUSIC 

There is a music oft I hear 

In twilight woods, where all the trees 

Seem listening for a presence near. 

It is not of the wind nor bird. 

Nor shrilly msect melodies, 

Nor Time's old joy of singing word. 

4 • As to a quiet inner room 

r It comes as softly as a rose 

'A Is changed from bud to fragrant bloom. 

But should my heart an instant stray 
P To sordid things, it fleeting goes 

As swiftly as a sunbeam's play. 

]^' What is it? who can give it name? 

r Perchance the hearts of flowers might tell 

i Perchance the sunset's golden flame — 

:' Or some far gleam of spirit fire — 

Or stars, that in Night's garden dwell, 
:* Could they but know my deep desire. 
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MOTHER 

Mother eternal, unsparer. 
Careless of myriads dying. 
Tearless and unreplying — 

Of all thou art I am sharer. 

Mother, tho' thou ma/st slay me. 
Us even Death cannot sever — 
One are we now and forever — 

Thou on thy bosom must lay me. 

Ah, but not in unkindness 
Smitest thou, but in imseeing; 
And I, the child of thy being, 

Remember and bless thy blindness. 

Right or wrong thou knowest not, 
Laughter, or pain, or sorrow — 
Past, or present, or morrow — 

Pity or Love bestowest not. 

Out of the beauty decaying. 
Out of the slime of the gutter. 
Beauty thou bringest to flutter 

Butterfly-like to thy pla3ring. 

Storm and the lightning's blasting 
Breath thou giv'st, and the smiling 
Joy of the calm, beguiling 

Our souls from the dark forecasting. 
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Mother 

Dawn and day, and the even, 
In changeful, loveliest phases, 
Thou wearest, careless of praises, 

Thoughtless of hell or of heaven. 

Sages have sworn by thee, sages 
Have ever prayed to thee seeking 
A sign, with altars blood-reeking, — 

Thou madest them dust of thy ages. 

Mother immortal, unhearing. 
Caring not tho' I should parish — 
Thee in thy beauty I cherish. 

Never thy heartlessness fearing. 

Tho' thou hast never caressed me, 
I love thee, I love thee. Mother! 
Forgotten by every other. 

Thou on thy bosom wilt rest me. 
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THE VISION 

Where a brook in quiet flows, 
Winding on thro' banks of rose, 
Laughing here and there in breaks 
Silvery, where Song awakes 
In the golden throats of larks 
Swinging o'er the blossom barques 
Of the elder, shaken down 
On the wrinkled water brown — 
There a Vision came to me — 
Beauty bare of breast and knee. 
One white arm was curved aroimd 
A pliant willow, weather-browned,— 
Poised above her golden hair. 
Like a splendid blossom there 
Pulsing in the fragrant light. 
Dusky-veined and orange-bright. 
Shone a butterfly; her eyes, 
Azure as the arching skies. 
Smiled in love and wonderment 
On the dreams around her blent — 
On the loveliness that springs 
From the hidden soul of things; 
To the swaying of her hand. 
Rhythmic in a sweet command. 
Swayed the wild-rose; o'er her feet 
Broke the ripples of the wheat. 
Seal of some primeval vow 
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Sorrow's kiss was on her brow, 
Presendy, as thro' a vail, 
Came the glimmer of a sail 
Golden, and a templed shore 
Rose and sank and was no more- 
And she vanished as a mist 
Melts in Morning's amethyst. 
But my eyes had seen and knew 
Beauty's dreams are ever true — 
Past and present, new and old. 
An inmiortal Age of Gold, 
Live in her, and to her end. 
As the rambow, all things bend. 
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THE RIVER 

River, flowing deep and wide. 

Dream of sun and sea, 
I, with my little gift of breath, — 

A brother mystery — 

Stand looking on your silent tide 
Fair with the westering lighti 

A being shadowed o'er by Death 
And knowing naught aright 

The clouds rolled inward o'er the land, 

The shining raindrops fell, 
And you, a silvery one, awoke — 

So runs the tale they tell, — 

And, straightway, leaving many a strand 
That whispered you to stay, 

A way for centuries you broke 
That sea-call to obey. 

But as for me, this way and that 
I turn, and know not whence 

I came, nor whither I shall go 
When I have wandered hence. 

As one whose hopes are beaten flat 

I, too, seem but a dream, 
A little while my currents flow 

Thro' checkered shade and gleam — 
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A little while and it shall be 

As it had never been, 
The thought that once was I be lost 

An older thought within. 

Yet, mystery of mystery, 

Perchance you inly feel 
Some vision of a Pentecost 

The spirit would reveal. 

Ah, would you did — some shore like this, 
Some tranquil shining stream, 

Some summer with as fair a sky 
Has long been in my dream: 

Pre-ordered, a true type of bliss, 

Of that which shall remain 
When day shall fail and light shall die 

As now from hill and plain. 

I see you not, 'tis dark, so dark, 
• Your breath is thick and chill — 
But on and on, and ever on. 
You move to that sea-will. 

And on and on my pulses mark 

The will of Destiny, 
Haply the call of some far Dawn 

Whose light enkindled me. 
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m JUNE 

A dimpling silver sea of rye, 

A curving arm of purple hills 
A highi thin tent of pale blue sky. 

A dewy valley, misty white, 

A silence while its deep bowl fills 
To running o'er with mellow light. 

A flute-like trill — a fuller song, 

A trembling in the grass below. 
And larks upspring in joyous throng. 

A touch, as of a hand unseen, — 

The sun I and herds that grazing go 
Up shadowed slopes of pastures green. 

Rank after rank of martial com, 

A host of burnished spears and greaves, 
Rich-bannered from the tents of mom. 

A doud-sail white, — an idle breeze 

That whispers secrets to the leaves 
And blossoms of the locust trees. 

An upward glance of merry eyes, 
A look that lovers xmderstand; 
Soft questions, and as soft replies. 

A world that fades in sweet eclipse. 

The tender clasp of hand in hand. 
The long, dose meeting of the lips. 
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MADRIGAL 

Wood-thrush to the day-dawn singing, 
Wildwood blossoms red and white — 
Rosy day-dreams sofdy springing 
In the wake of passing night — 
Love's own messengers I make you, 
Praying that my Love will take you 
With the Word my heart is winging, 
Unto her, my Light 

Woo her, in your message-bearing. 

Tell her, teach her it is true — 
Whisper, while her heart ensnaring, 
"He loves you. Sweet, only youl" 
Whisper: "Tho' he beauty send you. 
Naught of beauty can he lend you — 
Heaven and earth for you are wearing 
Every lovely hue." 

Pray her, to my heart in waiting, 

Just to breathe Love's answer low; 
By the birds about me mating 

In the golden gleam and glow — 
By the radiance round me streaming. 
By the rapture past my dreaming, 
Hope and Joy the earth elating, 
I shall surely know. 



40 



The Quest 



THE QUEST 

Weeds, that to the breezes nod, 
Tell me, know you ought of God? 
Did he pass this way, and when? 
Was he as the forms of men? 
Did he touch you with his hand. 
And with loving look command? 
Bid the weeds were scattering seeds 
Busily^ to grow more weeds. 

Little stream perchance 'twas here 
Where you rim so amber clear. 
He, the talked-of , longed-for, came 
Like the sim a living flame — 
Here, perchance, he said some word 
You have treasured, having heard, — 
But the stream a merry tale 
Laughing, told the listening shale. 

Wood-thrush, singing on yon thorn 
Your love-greeting to the morn, 
Did he pause to hear you sing — 
He whom men call Lord and King? 
Did he stand and listen long 
To the rapture of your song? 
But the thrush on wings date 
Upward sprang to meet his mate. 
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The Quest 

Cloud, that loiterest in the blue, 
Did the Master speak to you 
As you lay upon the breast 
Of the dawn, in beauty drest? 
Did he stoop and kiss you there — 
Did his radiance make you fair? 
Bui the doudj the heaven^kissed. 
Silent^ melted like a mist. 

Mallow on whose splendid rose, 
Emerald-gloomed, the sunlight glows. 
Did he smile to make the light 
Of your rosy lamp more bright? 
Did you know him as he stood 
There beside you in the wood? 
But the mallow to the bees 
CaUed in honied harmonies. 

Mystic soul, of men unseen. 
Tenant of this dark demesne. 
Are you sure you know him well — 
Does he ever with you dwell? 
Do you look upon his face 
Beautiful, of deathless grace? 
Brightened^ &ef the fading hillf 
The evening star^ and all was still. 
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THE KINGFISHER 

Rich golden brown the evening sunlight fell 
Upon the oaks and maples on the hill, 
At whose steep base a little pond lay still, 
Clear mirror of the willows — where a speU 
Of shadowy silence lay — where one might dwell 
Thro' long calm days and see the earth fulfill 
In bud and flower its wonder-working will, 
And learn the secrets Beauty has to tell. 
Then out of shadow flashed a gleam of blue, 
The stillness shattered by a rattling cry. 
As back and forth he swiftly darted through 
The trembling green, across the mirrored sky — 
A noisy shuttle weaving fancies new 
Of broken dreams and half lights floating by. 
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THE SHEPHERD SPEAKS 

I, on the hillside pasture keeping watch. 
While low and lustrous hung the clustering stars 
Full ripe with holy light, and, at my feet, 
A myriad twinkling dewdrops, diamond bells. 
That rang the soimdless music of the night 
In notes of sapphire, topaz, rose, and gold — 
I, watching with the others midst our flocks. 
Was filled with premonition of a scene, 
A heavenly glory which the veiled Word 
Was brightening to reveal: and suddenly 
The stars drew earthward with so fair a light. 
My light was darkness and I could not look. 
But prostrate fell among the dozing sheep. 
And lay there, fearing, hearing voices ring 
In harmony immortal down the sky — 
"Peace, peace, on earth, on earth good will to men." 
And yet again: "To-day a Savior's bornl 
O'er David's city you shall see His star; 
There shall you find Him in a manger laid." 
And as I lifted up mine eyes to see 
The fading splendor, listening to the Song 
That now fell softly as the moonbeams fall 
In midnight watches on deep Galilee, 
Or like a mist that slowly, slowly melts 
Upon the silent hills, — behold I saw 
That I had laid my head upon a lamb, 
A firstling of the flock, whose gentle eyes 
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[ The Shepherd Speaks 

Now looked up into mine in trustful love; 
And moved by some sweet impulse of the soul, 
I stooped and lifted it into my arms, 
And so went, guided by the flaming star. 
Across the quiet hills toward Bethlehem. 
And as I went, the lamb against my breast 
Held tenderly, it seemed to me a voice, 
Sweeter than all the rest, said imto me: 
^' Because thou'st done this imto one of these 
My little ones, thou'st done it unto me," 
And when I brought the lamb, my gift to Him 
Who in the manger lay. His baby hand 
Was laid upon its head, and cuddling down 
Against His rosy feet the lamb lay stilL 
And then it seemed I heard the gathering wings 
Of angels guarding aU that sacred place; 
And speechless, falling on my face, I prayed. 



45 



/ 



^ --■.tfauAt^tiui, 



The Oak 



THE OAK 

O thou, unmindful of the babbling race, 

Majestic oak I 
Son of great centuries of strength and grace, 

Eaiowing no yoke 
By which men are enslaved of men — 

Grant me thy peace again. 

There, on the beaten track, the world goes by; 

Here on the hill, 
Like some great prophet of the wind and sky. 

Thou dost fulfill 
The beauty of thy vision, voicing naught 

Of human pride or thought. 

No more am I than this pale violet 

That nestles low 
Against thy rough gray bark, and yet, and yet 

From thee doth flow 
A subtle cordial for all himian fret. 

And human sin and woe. 

Full many an hour I have lain thus, supine, 

While o'er me spread 
Thy great gaimt limbs, and many a thought was mine, 

And word imsaid, 
Of thee and all those beauteous dreams of thine — 

Thy myriad fallen dead. 
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[ The Oak 

And of ty when bees their murmuring music make, 

I hear the deep 
Still f oimtain of thy being softly wake 

And upward leap — 
And from thy boughs in misty rose-green break 

Triumphant over sleep. 

All days are thine, all seasons and all years, 

Thy comrade Light — 
And naught thou knowest of pain, or grief, or tears. 

Or fear of Night- 
Orion calls to thee, o'er thee careers 

The meteor in its flight. 

Yet some day, for all changes, radiant Dawn 

Shall seek for thee 
With bright insistence, but thou wilt be gone — 

Thy beauty be 
Thro* subtler forms diffused, thyself withdrawn 

Into Death's mystery. 

There, haply, we shall mingle as the scent 

Of flowers with afar. 
Or, as one flame is with another blent. 

One radiance share 
Of deathless comradeship, forever lent 

To uses pure and fair. 
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WINTER WOODS 

The woods were dark, and the woods were still, 
And the snow lay deep on the slope of the hill 

That was hid from the sun — 

And my heart was one 
With the beautiful stillness of bole and bough — 
As tho' they had vowed a holy vow, 

And were rapt in prayer, 

On the hillside there. 

The woods were bare, and the woods were cold. 
With huddled cedars in many a fold, 

And misty gray 

In the delicate play 
Of shifting lights that passed away 
And came again, and touched the flakes 
That fall straight down in the silent brakes 

Without a sigh — 

Or lightly clung 
To the twigs like fagry flowers on high. 

Blossoms swung 
In strange white beauty against the sky. 

And a little pool, where the trees grow tall. 
Was a flawless mirror that held it all. 
And lichen gray and mossy green 
Deep in the tranquil depths were seen — 
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And the yellowing willows, curving slow, 
Doubly grew from a bank of snow 

Where feathery sedge 

Made pink the edge 
And dipped to the fair mirage below. 

Here and there was a writing bold 

On the stainless white; and here and there 

Was the mark of Death, dark hierogljrph 

Unerased on sky, and sea, and cliff. 
And here and there was the clustered light 
Of a myriad crystals diamond-bright; 

And the snowy grace 

Of cobweb lace — 
And the fluted bank of a frozen brook 
Like the frost-gemmed page of a fairy book 
Written fine with a mystic word 
That out of the silence the woods had heard. 

And quietly there my footsteps fell. 

As I bowed my head and entered a room 

Where a woodland spirit had woven a spell 

Of light and gloom — 
And my thoughts of the outer world went by 
As shadow shapes on a shadow sky; 

For a bending birch and its tracing blue 

Had brought my soul to a wonder new — 
"And here" I said, "I will wait and see 
What moves in these pure and silent trees — 

And here it may be 
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I shall know the immortal mystery 
Of the s\m, and the snow, and the mist, and the 
breeze — 
And of flowers that sleep 
In the snowdrifts deep," 
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THE FALL WIND 

When purple shadows lie 
Beneath a violet sky — 
By faded broom-sedge, tall, 
I greet the wind of Fall. 

A spirit brother, good. 
Who loiters thro' the wood, 
And bears upon his breast 
Leaves loved and loveliest. 

A word, a hope, he brings 
From the eternal springs: 
A sigh for beauty gone, 
A gleam of far-off dawn. 

Nor on my heart, alone. 
Moves his clear wooing tone — 
But all the wayside weeds 
In deathless change he leads. 

From color, fragrance, bloom. 
Into decay and gloom: 
Yet beauty still doth sow 
Above their lingering glow. 

And sings above their sleep 
A song of meaning deep — 
But, ah me, that refrain 
Of long, low-sobbing rain. 
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The way of the wind is a strange, wild way, 

As over the clover he goes — 
Listen, and you shall hear him play 

Quaint ditties he only knows — 
Melodies making the clover to sway 

And dimpling the pink wild-rose. 

For the wind is mad with the old, old speU 
That was cast in the mom of Time; 

That poets have ever been fain to tell 
In the ripple and flow of rhyme. 

List, to the long sweet lisping swell. 
And the sudden silvery chime. 

And the wind has listened to Merlin there 
In his mystic place by the sea, 

And the wild-rose, blushing, would better take 
care. 
For the wind is a lover free — 

And when he sings softly beware, beware 
The song and the witchery. 
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FROM THE BRIDGE 

From the bridge the hills are seen 

Billowy, rising to the blue. 
And the willows' silvery sheen 

With the water rippling through. 
From the bridge my hopes go winging 
Where the meadow-larks are singing 

O'er the meadows white with dew. 

From the bridge the shining peaks 

Of the clouds are framed in leaves — 

Radiant scene that softly speaks 
Beauty's eloquence that weaves 

Round my soul a mystic meaning 

Dark with shadows intervening, — 

Bright with all that Love perceives. 

From the bridge a distant wood 
Looms, a misty wall of gray, 

Last of those that guardian stood 
Round the land in olden day — 

From the bridge — ah me, the longing 1 

Eager dreams the heart's door thronging 
For the land of far away. 

From the bridge the winding road 

Skirts the hillside bright with bloom 

Of the clover overflowed 

With a breezy light and gloom — 
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With a beauty ever shifting 

As the clouds go drifting, drifting 

Where the peaks of cloudland loom. 

From the bridge the days go by 
Trailing purple shadows long, 

Wind and cloud and tranquil sky 
To the measure of a Song — 

To a pure and stately measure, 

In the holy mystic pleasure 

Of a joyance deep and strong. 
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TWO 

We've lived, and loved, and passed away, 
But now, upon this April day. 
Our unremembered dust is thrilled 
To hear the robin's roundelay; 

To fed the violets dreaming through 
The darkness warm to greet the blue; 
To know the greening earth is fiUed 
With hope, and song, and love anew. 

To know the clouds are soft and white. 
That sweet and golden is the light. 
And that our hearts, forever stilled. 
Once beat within a spring as bright. 

That tmderneath the maples red. 
Close heart to heart our love was said, 
A love that Death has never chilled 
Tho' ages here we have lain dead. 

To hear the happy rain go by. 
And laughing brooks that make reply. 
And, pledge of all that Beauty willed. 
To dream the bow against the sky. 

We've lived, and loved, and passed away: 
But oh, upon this joyous day, 
Our unremembered dust is thrilled 
To hear the robin's roimdday. 
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QUESTIONS 

Won't you tell me? Many a sage 
I have heard — many a page 

I have sought — 
Wont you tell me. Lord, the meaning 
Of this earth with sorrow fraught? 

Won't you tell me? I have heard 
Many a wise and prudent word 

From the wise — 
Won't you tell me, Lord, the reason 
Why a man is bom, or dies? 

Ah, but tell mel Master, you 
Whom we hold the good and true — 

See, I come 
Humbly, you can tell me surely. 
Master you will not be dumb. 

Tell me, for we hold you can. 
Why this tragedy of man? 
Why these tears? 
Truly there must be a motive 
Riuming onward thro' the years. 

Seel my feet in passing tread 
On the unremembered dead 

Who did cry 
Unto you and were unanswered — 
Master, won't you tell me why? 
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Questions 

Seel the stars of yesterday 
Are as cinders cold and gray — 

All things fadel 
Not a trace remains of myriads 
Of the worlds that you have made. 

Love and passion, joy and grief, 
Blossom and the fallen leaf — 

Mystery! 
Master — Weaver of the aeons, 
Can you your own faUern see} 
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THE SAILING 

I came to the yellowing wheat 
When the joy of the heart was low, 

And gamet-and-gold waves beat 
On the hilltops' deepening glow — 

And the mocking-bird sang in the oak, 
And the shadows were purple and long. 

And the gladness of old awoke 
To the kiss of Song. 

And over that shimmering sea, 
To the isles of the far-off blue. 

In a shallop of Dreams sailed we. 
And never a mortal knew 

Of our viewless voyage and fair. 
Of the sail that was of the light. 

And the purple of veiling air 
On the distant height 

With the swallows we dipped and wheeled. 

And swept like a flame of sim 
Thro' splendorful deeps revealed 

In colors of rainbows spim 
On the sky, on the wheat and the haze. 

As the tide of the day gave o'er. 
To the silence of other days 
That return no more. 



The Sailing 



Neath a star, like a beacon bright, 

Aflame o'er a bank of rose, 
We sailed to the outer night 

Where the tide unretuming flows, — 
Where Silence dwells: and I cried 
"O Love, how long? how long?" 
But veiled and mute, at my side. 
As the dead, was Song. 
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WHEN DEWS AFIELD 

When dew's afield and shadows long, 
And martins sing their morning song, 
And o'er the blue with changing grace 
A doud is blown like sunbright lace — 
What rest beyond compare to lie 
Under the wideness of the sky, 
Or, loitering, to watch the flow 
Of dappled waters circling slow. 

Moth-mullein lights the way — a snake 
Slips silently into the brake. 
With spirals white a sycamore 
Lifts bubbles from an azure floor 
Beneath the wrinkled water brown. 
Like oval shadows up and down 
The txirtles swim, and dragon-flies 
Gleam, jeweled, where a simbeam lies. 

Kingfisher falls a flash of blue. 
An arrow striking swift and true 
Where silver-sided minnows gleam. 
And wading herons drowse and dream. 
Adown the stream the lotus lifts 
Its creamy star above the drifts. 
And fragrant button-bush is seen 
In tufts of white against the green. 
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From saw-grass slashes musky, damp, 
The wild phlox lifts its purple lamp, 
The crawfish rear their towers of clay, 
And clumps of tall lobelia sway. 
The raincrow's prophecy is heard. 
The gray toad marks each guttural word. 
And rich harmonics of the thrush 
Like vocal raindrops shower the hush. 

The white oaks stand like sachems old 
Above the hills, that, fold on fold. 
Melt mistily into the haze: 
In visions of the vanished days 
They see an eagle-crested band 
Move slowly thro' a shadowy land — 
The captives bearing loads of pelts, 
The braves with trophies at their belts. 

The seam^ cliffs the garments wear 
Of centuries, with breasts half bare. 
And scarlet, pearly-gray and red, 
Their feet are f xmgi-carpeted — 
And Beauty dwells in every weed. 
And Song is wafted in each seed. 
And Silence like a sibyl gray, 
Sits lonely there and waits alway. 
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REVEILLE 

Delicate rose and gold 
Dawn's banner floats afar 
Across each lessening star. 
In beauty fold on fold. 

Slow rise the tides of mist, 
Along the bar of light, 
In silent, trembling white, 
In billows amber-kissed. 

Swift, flaming couriers nm 
Among the wooded hills; 
Earth with the message thrills, 
Awake I the sim! the sun I 
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THE CALL 

What rapture thrills me when behind me lies 
The city's smoke — when out into the hills 
I wander on and hear the good wind laugh 
In joyous comradeship with elm and oak. 

List to that song there in the dewy green, 
The vireol Like dewdrops shaken down 
Rainbowed and sphering golden notes of Pan, 
That, passing thither, he did softly blow. 

This moss with delicate awns upreached to catch 
The wine of light — these lichens, mottled gray — 
These sentient flowers that have no dark regret 
No sad misgiving for the nearing night — 

How perfectly they serve with mystery 
The death in life — the ever onward change 
Whereby the beauty of the world is built — 
The shaping impulse of all calm and strife. 

These lofty trees that seem to know the word 
Uncaught by man — as tho' they read the lips 
Of Silence through some subtlety of touch — 
And waited, doubting not, the unfolding plan. 

These are my friends, and other friends have I 
There in the blue — the clouds that rise and sink, 
And pass, none knoweth whither, silently. 
And out of nothingness return anew. 



TheCaU 

Ah, glory of it all 1 tho' I shall pass, forgeti 
And be forgot — so that no man shall say 
" Behold 'tis he " — yet in the immortal whole 
I shall be as a dreain that dieth not 
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MOONRISE 

When in the blue rose that great pulsmg giowi 
The full moon golden from the und^n^orld. 
Above the dappled meadows dew-empearled — 

While shadowy shapes along the wood moved slow- 

My soul grew dark as tho' some sombre flow 
Had stained its onward current and now whirled 
Its sanguine waves, in awful blackness furled. 

Into a dread abyss no hope might know. 

Yet was the night full quiet, breathing rest 
Above the grazing cattle, filling all 

With pure serenity and satiny light 

What was it then? I sought, with soul opprest, 
Each passing shadow and on each did call, 

Yet found but Silence passionate of the Night 
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A WATER NOOK 

Where tide and dipping willow meet, 

I hear a lisping ripple sweet. 

And one, with silvery-sandaled feet, 

Has set the leaves a-qiiiver — 
And dancing on his joyous way 
Sows laughter seeds of golden gray, 
That lightly glance and slip away 

Upon the roseate river. 

In schools the irised bubbles swim 
Through emerald shadows, cool and dim. 
Beneath the bending willows slim 

Where dragon-flies are gleaming 
In restless flight, and imder there. 
As in a trembling, golden air, 
The white clouds float in skies as fair 

As those above them dreaming. 

And there in figures quaint and fine. 

Of geometric curve and line. 

That traced in silver swi^y shine — 

And are repeated never — 
The water boatmen work at will — 
But changing line and mystic skill. 
Melt sof tiy in the waters still. 

And so are hid forever. 
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And kneeling there I sometimes see 
A shadow face look up at me. 
Myself, as I may some day be. 

When stealing through Death's portal — 
I haste to be as one of these, 
As truly free as is the breeze, 
And lost in Nature's mysteries, 

Become with her immortal. 
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THE LONGING 

I am weary of thought, forever the world goes by 
With laughter and tears, and no one can tell me why — 
I am weary of thought and all it may ever bring — 
BtU oh, for the light-loving fidds where the meadow- 
larks sing I 

I have toiled at the miUs, I've known the grind and the 

roar. 
Over and over again one day as the day before — 
And what does it all avail and the end of it — where? 
B%U oh, for the clover in bloom and the breeze blowing 
there! 

Fame? What is fame but a glimmering mote, earth 

cast. 
That e'en as we grasp it dulls — dust of the dust at last. 
For what have the ages to say of the myriad dead? 
But oh, for the frost-silvered hills and the dawn break- 
ing red I 

Ah, Godl The day is so short and the night comes so 

soon! 
And who will remember the time, or the wish, or the 

boon? 
And who can turn backward our feet from the destined 
place? 
But oh, for the bobolinks cheer and the beauty of 
ApriP s face ! 
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m THE MIDDLE WATCH 

My soul and I, imsleeping. 

In the middle watch of the night, 
Looked and the mists up-creeping 

Shrouded the hills in white — 
And the stars in the far elysian 

Were waiting a word unsaid — 
And I saw, in sudden vision, 

The up-stretched hands of the dead. 

Lovers of life, the banished. 

From deeps of earth and of sea — 
A myriad host of the vanished 

Took hold of the soul of me. 
And a voice, with a low moon paling 

In the boughs of a broken pine. 
Went up through the darkness wailing 

Bearing a cry of mine. 

Life, and love, and duty — 

What is the meaning of all? 
The stars grow dim in their beauty 

And wither and darkling fall. 
For the sake of the dead before me. 

For the sake of the dying who live. 
Answer, O God, I implore Thee, 

Give, if there's aught to give. 
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And tbe wandering wind went sig^ung. 

And suddenly all was still, 
Wtii a ^immer of mocmlight dying 

Far, on the wooded hill — 
And out of the shadow, gleaming 

Scintillant blue and green, 
The soul of a dewdrop dreaming 

Melodies of the unseen. 

And the nearing stars above me 

Trembled as if they would speak. 
"O God," I aied, "H you love me. 

Give me the answer I seekP' 
But out of the darkness lonely. 

Out of the questioned sky — 
There came no answer, only 

The words of my broken cry. 
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WHEN APRIL CALLS 

Out where the sun-bright clouds are blown 

O'er the wistful sky, 
And the voice of the brook, in an undertone, 

Floats silvery by, 
And the moon, like the ghost of the moon of night, 
Walks cold and lone on the distant height. 

Out where my fieldward fancy wills. 

Where the pipes of Hope 
Are sweet, heart-heard, on the greening hills 

Where the redbuds ope — 
And the call of the blackbird bell-like rings 
From a blossoming bough where he swings and sings. 

Out to the mystery of the change. 

To the beckoning dream; 
To the soul of a perfume new and strange; 

To the rapturous gleam — 
To the music that comes in the song of the thrush 
With a joyous thrill and a yearning hush. 
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ACROSS THE FIELDS 

Across the still brown fields a bluish light 
Trails like a shower, and the westering sun 
Flings sudden silvery gleams that dance and run 

Along the woods like Killdees in their flight 

Against the duskiness of coming night. 
And now the light up-gathers and the dim 
Clouds pass reverently, each one a mm 

Who bows before an inner vision bright. 

Ah me, my soul, thou watcher of this sky 
Of inexpressible splendor, hast thou naught 

To tell me of — no heavenly light that lies 
Beyond these scenes that are with sorrow fraught? 

No inner radiances, no peaks that rise 
Into God's air and have His glory caught? 



7^ 



NightfaU 



NIGHTFALL 

Half hidden in the grasses 

I hear Earth's pulses beating, 
A music o'er me passes 

As 'twere a wind-harp fleeting, 
Or some sad Minstrel straying 

With Memory, and singing — 
Among the rushes swaying, 

A song from Sorrow springing. 

And now, a wandering mystic 

That quavers thro' his story, 
A legend cabalistic. 

Of forests grim and hoary — 
From night around him falling. 

And ghostly mists up-creeping, 
I hear the screech-owl calling 

To some lost soul imsleeping. 

And now the moon, up-gleaming. 

Is like a thmg imdying. 
Misshapen, wan, and dreaming. 

In silence imreplying. 
Of far and ghostly spaces 

Through which it must float ever. 
Where white uplifted faces 

Stare, drowned, but vanish^never. 
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\^ 
WORSHIP 

Not where men congregate to talk of God, 
And thunder forth their dogmas in his name, 

But here, my heart, where silken bluebells nod 
And rosy redbuds flame. 

Here where the wind, his spirit, prayeth low, 
And Spring each word of ministry fulfills 

In bud and bloom, with green-and-golden glow 
Crowning the prophet hills. 

Where root, and twig, and bough obey his will, 
And every leaf has its appointed place — 

And all the trees are waiting, reverent, still; 
His never-failing grace. 
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I HEAR THE CALL 

I hear the call, I know the way 
Where silver-sided minnows play 
Below the fall, beneath the gray 
Old Cottonwood that stretches far 
In cooling shade across the bar. 

I know the path where plumy cane 
Parts in a narrow musky lane, 
And thrushes flute a mellow strain — 
And blossoms of the brier-rose 
Are tangled in the elder's snows. 

And oft beside the drowsy creek, 
Where oracles of Beauty speak, — 
Beneath the sycamores I seek 
The water-lilies all a-dream 
In pools of fragrant gloom and gleam. 

And there a rambling fence comes down; 
Its double in the water brown — 
And clumps of tall lobelia crown 
The briery banks, and yellow-throats 
Pipe merrily their bubbling notes. 

And tanagers in flaming red 
Drop from the arching green o'erhead, 
And sound is imto silence wed — 
And sylphs of perfume, velvet-shod, 
Dance where the white catalpas nod. 
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Andy as I follow, deeps of blue 
Are glimpsed the lierodendrons thro'. 
Where argosies of cloud pursue 
With steady sail some port of Peace 
Where Fancy keeps her golden Fleece. 

And roimd about me come my dreams 
In golden half-lights and in gleams 
Of fairy, like the magic beams 
Of moonlight on a hidden lake, 
Where stillness doth sweet music make. 
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WILD-ROSE CHILDREN 

What are you waiting for, children, 
Here by the woodland way? 
'*The sun and the dew, 

And the tranquil blue 
Of the long, bright, summer day. 
The whirr of soft white wings 
In lovers own whisperings, 

The song of the thrush. 

The woodland hush, 
And the dream that the twilight brings.^ 

May I not wait with you, children. 
In this wonderful place? 
^^Dost love the sun. 

And white dreams spun 
Of the moonbeams misty lacet 
Can^st catch them as they float — 
Each witching wild-wood note? 

Dost know the strong 

Full beai of the Song 
That thrills to the peaks remote? " 

Wilt give of your beauty, children. 
And joy for the biding time? 
^^The world you know, 
Can^st let it go 
To dance to the wHd wituPs rhyme? 
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For lyrics of the free, 
Immortal minstrdsy, 

And m of the earth, 

When bloom has birth, 
Breeze-rocked in an opal seaV^ 

Ah, yes, for I love you, children, 
Behold I sit at your feetl 
''Can' St bear the sigh 

Of earth and sky, 
The fall of each petal sweetf 
The voice like some strange breath 

Of prophecy that saith: 

Tho' days may come. 

The dead are dumb: 
Nor blossom is bom of Death." 
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WHY? 

He stood by the tangled brake 
Where many a day she'd slept 
Through whom imto light he'd crept — 

From whom he life did take — 

Yet imto whom, with his breath. 
He brought not joy, nor kiss, 
Nor longed-for motherhood bliss — 

But darkness, and pain, and death. 

Now, imder the hazels low. 
He stooped and scarce could trace 
Her name on the stone's rough face — 

Her name he had tarnished so: 

Not as the lichens stain, 
Nor as the browning moss. 
But ah, with the infinite loss 

Of honor, in lust of gain. 

And bitterness filled his soul. 
And he bowed his face to the earth— 
For her what was the worth? 

For him what was the dole? 

And there, for the wage of sin, 
A shot and a heart-beat stilled — 
Was it Love, was it Love that willed 

What better had never been? 
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THE WORD 

A gray wood and a lifting mist, 
A dewdrop by a sunbeam kissed, 
A sunset sky of roseate bars, 
A little pool that holds the stars, 
A robin singing while the light 
Fades softly into quiet night. 
A red leaf gendy drifting down, 
A heart-cry from the crowded town- 
The moonlight on a far still stream, 
A prayer, a memory, a dream. 
The wafted fragrance of a rose, 
The haven that the sparrow knows. 
The nectar that invites the bee — 
The mystery of you and me. 
The deathlessness of space on space - 
The Word no mortal can erase. 
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THE CLOUDS 

Mysterious, changeful wanderers that keep 
With bright enchantment the inviolate blue, 
Leaguered with flame and many a radiant hue. 

And fair mirages of the outer deep — 

My soul salutes you! Ages slip away. 
And nations build on dust of nations dead — 
But you, inmiortal, with bright sails out-spread 

Live, loved of Beauty, knowing not decay. 

Or are you spirits of that coimtless host, 
Born of the earth, now onward voyaging 
Like migrant birds, toward some eternal spring. 

Toward some still haven of a stormless coast? 

Ah, this strange longing, that is part of me. 

Cries out, beholding, "Tell me whence? and where? 
Mists, spirits, argonauts of the air — 

Have you no algse from the uncharted sea?" 
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NOVEMBER 

The wild ducks dimming wedge 
Upon the afterglow — 

A whisper in the sedge — 
The new moon hanging low. 

A thought of long lost days, 
A memory and a tear, 

A tenderness of haze 
That veils the passing year. 

And on the spirit's lips 
The seal of silence set — 

The shadow of eclipse, 
The muteness of regret. 
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A QUIET DAY 

Over the gray of the meads, low lying, 
The wheat-fields green and the woodlands dark, 
The silvery call and the far replying 
Of lark to lark. 

High in the golden cottonwood singing, 
The mocking-bird like a winged light. 
His heart to his mate in joy out-flinging 
Passionate, bright. 

The haystacks brown on the hillside showing 
Like tents of a peaceful host asleep. 
The wind, a low sweet melody, flowing 
From deep to deep. 

The bells of the blackbirds tinkling, drifting 
Over the treetops waiting bare — 
And a strange desire in the heart uplifting 
Akin to prayer. 
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PRESCIENCE 

I heard a rustle in the leaves, a whisper and a sigh, 
When aU the woodland way was still and no one there 

but I, 
And goldenly the sycamores shone in the sun's last glow, 
And ripple, ripple sang the creek its siren song and low. 

Perchance it was a Memory that slowly wandered past. 
And sighed to think of long-lost days that were too fair to 

last — 
Or was it some bright dream of youth, remorseless Time 

had slain, 
Whose spirit passed me like a breath of longing and of 

pain? 

Or may be 'twas the ghost of one who long ago kept tryst 
Within that wooded solitude and now for love was wist. 
Some maiden, Death had grimly claimed, who should have 

been Love's bride. 
Who haimted still the winding path with pleading eyes 

and wide. 

Or, haply, 'twas myself I heard with quickened prescient 

ear. 
Sometime within that woodland old that did not yet appear. 
Some dark Gethsemane to come where I, with bitter tears. 
Cried out in agony before the cup of wasted years. 
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COMMONPLACES 

I looked upon a mossy bank. 

Beneath the westering sun, 
A sudden vision rose and sank 

Of dajrs and deeds long done. 

What link was there, what groping thought 

Between that bank of green 
And me, and shapes that Fate had wrought 

In some far by-gone scene? 

I know not, but day after day. 

From some familiar thing, 
A vision speaks and fades away 

And leaves me wondering. 
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THE SPRING PATH 

Round where the beechen boughs are gray in a mist of 
green, 

Where the sweet-belled cattle browse, and the redbud's 
pink is seen 

Aglow in the dogwood's white, that broiders the wood- 
land's edge. 

The spring path, wandering, slight, dips down to the 
yellow sedge. 

And there the song-sparrows sing a song that is ever new 
With the endless youth of the Spring, when Hope has a 

bow in the blue. 
And there, like the far-heard call of a panpipe lightly 

blown. 
Out from the rushes tall, young Hylas pipes to his own. 

And there with her hand in mine and a look in her eyes for 

me. 
And the Spring brook all ashine with the purple fleur-de- 

Ks— 
And the oriole's breast agleam as he sings to his mate near 

by- 
Her love, her lips, and a dream imder the April sky. 
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WHEN CRICKETS SING AND ASTERS 
BLOOM 

When crickets sing and asters bloom 

In all the woodland ways, 
And smoke hangs low, and far away 

The fields are lost in haze — 
When in the com there is a voice 

That whispers " Summer's gone" — 
And here and there a red leaf glows, — 

First lights of Autumn's dawn — 
Then soft as milkweed-down on me 
Is laid the hand of mystery. 

The woodland wavers; at my feet 

I hear the tall grass sigh — 
A low, sweet music of regret 

Rims thro' the earth and sky — 
The creek is caught in a net of mist 

Whose silvery meshes gleam. 
And my heart beats slow, and I walk as one 

Walks wondering in a dream — 
For soft as milkweed-down on me 
Is laid the hand of mystery. 

Ah me, my thoughts are one to-day 

With this new wind that brings 
A touch of frost, a holier word, 

A song no mortal sings. 
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When Crickets Sing and Asters Bloom 

I dance a round with the falling leaves, 

With tears to see them fall, 
And the song of the fiddlark seems to be 

A far-ofiE spirit call — 
For soft as milkweed-down on me 
Is laid the hand of mystery. 



'4 



88 



To the Wind 



TO THE WIND 

Spirit whose whispering breath I feel, 
While day's last shadows slowly past me steal, 
And day's last gleam fades on the wood's dark brow- 
Where wanderest thou? 

The crested hills that sink into the dark, 
The small, slim moon, the first star's crystal spark, 
Far, far by them, dost go a tryst to keep 
In night's strange deep? 

thou who wert before the moon had birth. 
The Sim, flame-souled, the azure-girdled earth. 
Who o'er the void didst hear the barren night 

Wailing for light I 

Thou, strange as Death, untamed, yet breathing low 
Delightful melodies that, wooing, flow 
About my heart, half memories, yearnings, gleams 
Of dreams, and dreams I 

Bring me some token of that way I seek 
With endless quest: thee, haply, one may speak 
Of life — of love — of that toward which I reach 
Beyond all speech. 

1 cannot see thee for my eyes are dim, 

And yet, and yet thou'rt surely one with Him — 
Breath of His breath — immortal and as free — 
A brother mystery. 
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THE SNOWY WOODS 

Tall gums and poplars arabesqued in white, 
And, written fine, bird hieroglyphs that tell 
Where in this frost-flowered stillness sparrows 
dwell, 

And splendid cardinals robed in crimson light. 

The path is lost: the old familiar way 
A thing of memory: the shallow stream 
Where many a lily used to lie and dream, 

A chain, long-linked, of broken white and gray. 

All delicate feathery things find here a place 
With not a breath to mar their loveliness; 
The meanest bush wears now an angel's dress. 

The lowliest weed is draped in priceless lace. 

The light grows dimmer, overhead the sky 
Draws slowly earthward, and a little flake 
Comes trembling down as if it feared to break 

The sleep of silence with its falling sigh. 
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A THICKET 

Sheer from the meadow lift thy walls of green. 
And roimd about thee trimipet-flowers bloom; 
And softly scattered thro' thy velvet gloom 

The smi gold lies, by all without unseen: 

Beneath thy shade the dainty fungi screen 
Themselves from heat - and there on color's loom 
Are woven rich carpets for each winding room, 

Wood-lilies, lichens, moss of rarest sheen. 
From thee is heard the redbird's tenderest song, 

His love notes fluted o'er a building nest, — 
And, silvery pure, the vesper's prayer, when long. 

Still shadows falter from the fading west — 
And ah, thy enchantment when a large moon, low. 
Lifts o'er thy misty minarets, golden, slowl 
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THE ROSE 

Golden rose of sunset, 

In your garden fair, 
Ere the darkness gathers, 

May I enter there, 
'Neath the gleaming cloud-peaks. 

Round your garden wall, — 
May I dream a little while 

Ere the shadows fall? 

Here across the twilight 

Whose still waters roll 
Darker, I am looking, 

Ah, with all my soul. 
At your wondrous loveliness, 

Flower of the sky; 
Pledge that what is beautiful. 

Surely, cannot die. 

Now a heavy darkness 

Falls twixt you and me. 
And your holy beauty 

I can no more see — 
Yet, I know you cannot fade, 

'Tis my dimming sight — 
Some day, — ah, the rapture theUy 

Blessed rose of Light I 
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THE SNOW-MIST 

In midnight ways, a m)rstic wanderer here, 

Through sparkling radiances of midnight creeping, 

The snow-mist comes, as 'twere a ghost imsleeping. 
And in its wake on bough and twig appear 
Fair forms of crystal white that far and near 

Seem shining Dreams of Beauty elf-like keeping 

A carnival of Silence — ever heaping 
Frost flowers and moonlight on the woodlands sere. 
So delicate their work if winds but stirred 

In faintest breath they'd mar it past recalling. 
'Tis like the moonlight by a still lake heard, 

Or heart-caught music of the starlight falling — 
Or some white angel's prayer, some beauteous word 

Unspoken, yet of loveliness enthralling. 
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IN MARCH 

The hylas treble piping, 

A wanness of the sun. 
Expectancy upon the trees 

As tho' they waited One — 
A little flute-like whisper, 

A sweet cadenza trill, 
And once again a singer dear 

The woodland way to thrill. 

A peeping through the grasses 

Of little men in green. 
The quiet laughter of the brook 

That may have heard and seen- 
A few soft rosy touches 

Upon the maple boughs — 
A wistfulness as tho' a maid 

Had paid to Love her vows. 
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CLOUD SAILS 

Sail on, sail on, white ships of the tranquil blue, 
Freighted with dreams to the Port of / Know-NoP- 
Where, 
Out from the heart of the crowd my heart sends a hail 
unto you, — 
"Ahoy, ahoy, I, too, would sail with you there!" 

Ahoy, ahoy I Far out through the deeps of space, 
To touch at the golden isles and away, away — 

With never an ultimate shore, but the glow of the race 
Forever, with Dawn on the verge and behind me Day. 



95 



The Pines 



THE PINES 

Here on the hillside where the wild grape clings 
In festooned fragrance, and o'er vistas fair 
The thrush still sings, — where broken, black, and 
bare 

A chimney stands, once pledge of happier things, 
The prophet pines their lonely vigils keep, 
Sharing the burden of a sorrow deep. 

Th' immortal minstrel. Spring, whose lyrics flow 
In mists of green and drifts of wild-plum snow, 
Wakes deeper harmonies through these mighty pines 
Of what the soul alone can feel and see, 
That infinite yearning for the yet to be. 
For that strange light that e'er before us shines. 

How deep, how solemn as the deeps of Night, 
The music is of these sad heirs of Song! 
What sacred memories to them belong 

Of days long dead, of days divinely bright 1 
Of her whose presence like a jasmine flower 
Gave grace and sweetness to each passing hour. 

Blest golden daysl The pines dropt pleasant balm 
Through dreamful dusks of sunbeam-woven calm, 
Hearing our secrets in the time gone by 
We sat beneath them, there forgetting all 
But that we loved: but that we heard Love's call, 
Love's passionate longing thrilling earth and sky. 
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Memory, heart joy, heart sorrow, — when the day's 
last gold 

Was on the pines she waited there for me 

Above the hill-path lifting eagerly 
To love and her, ah, Gkxl, her hands to hold I 

Her lips to kiss, her eyes to look into — 

That was my heaven imutterably true. 

O pines, strong pines, dear poets of the heart. 
Whisper her name! day dies and I depart. 
Depart perchance forever from this spot 
So lone, so sad — speak as of old her namel 
Behold the afterglow a heavenly flame 
Lies on the hiUs — ah, me, she answers not I 

She answers not — and darkness falls apace: 
Ah, weary miles that I must walk alone 
Bearing my burden, that has heavier grown, 

Since fell Death's shadow on her lovely face. 
O pines, my pines, true mourners we will be 
Loving her, calling her, till her face we see. 
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THE HEART OF THE WOODS 

Through green and golden glooms the thrush's bell 
Rings out the minutes of the silent hours; 
And, with bowed heads, a band of spectral flowers 
Stands midst the mould as imdar some strange spell. 
Some dark enchantment that no one may tell 
To mortal ears. A closeness overpowers 
The sinking senses, and the sudden showers 
Of twinkling simlight, that the breeze's swell 
Scatters along the path, seem like the notes 
Some Master weighed with sorrow might awake 
From haimting chords his thin hand wandered o'er. 
Or like a dream whose changeful beauty floats 
Across the soul, now darkling, now a-flake 
With winged gold — yet strange for evermore. 
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JONGLEURS 

The wayside way for you and me, 

Dear heart I the wayside tent 
Of blue, and green, and golden light, 

And wild wood blossoms blent I 
And when the moonlight, mistily, 

Falls like a bridal veil 
Upon the loveliness of Night, 

The stars all burning pale — 
We'll wake the love-lute of Romance 

To many a chanson gay, 
And with the dreams of Glamour sprung 

We'll dream the hours away. 

And oh, with thoughts, such as entrance 

The bridegroom and the bride, 
What time the dawnlight is outflimg 

On earth beatified, 
What time a hundred radiant dyes 

On radiant dome and spire. 
Or peaks of softly tinted snows 

Glow, swiftly changing fire. 
We'll look into each other's eyes. 

Love mirroring mate to mate. 
And wander on where music flows. 

And ask no more of Fate. 



99 



4S4lfr:) 



Earth CaU 



EARTH CALL 

The brown fringe of the wooded hills against a wintry sky, 
A flock of sparrows twinkling flight, a leaf that flutters by, 
A stricken rabbit's piercing wail, the valley's sudden chill, 
A broken dream, a bitter thought of mortal pain and ill. 

The nightfall here, the stars up there, seen dimly thro' 

the cloud. 
The mist that lies so white and still like some dead 

Titan's shroud. 
The old, old question of the heart, the why, and whence, 

and where? 
The wonder if there is a God who really does care. 

The longing that this heaviness may somehow lifted be, 

Nor ever more the clanking chain, the crying to be free. 

And then again the why? and why? and suddenly up- 
thrust 

An arm, and from the Mother's lips the call of dust to 
dust. 
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TO LIFE 

Life, and can you bring me naught, 
But this of which I weary — 

This pilgrimage of fruitless thought 
To end so dreary? 

1 doubt me you are strangely poor, 
Or blind, or wear a fetter, 

Or that grim shape without the door, 
O Life, 's yoiu: better. 
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PASSING 

I saw the last glow in the sky, 

I heard the passing day go by, 

And suddenly about me fell 

A shadow that my heart knew well — 

And groping, for I had no light, 

I bowed beneath the touch of Night. 

The stars came out, but what were they? 
Gleams of a glory passed away. 
I fell upon the breast of Earth 
But it was passionless of birth — 
And pale within my frosty breath 
I saw the lineaments of Death. 

O tender Love, draw near, draw near. 
Lest all should be forgotten here. 
The way is chill, and dark, and old 
With immemorial dust and mould — 
And down it goes a voiceless band, 
O pitying Love, hold fast my hand. 
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LAST DAYS 

The larks are calling in the garnered fields, 
The wind is fallen 'neath a leaden sky, 

A spice of fragrant change the woodland jdelds, 
And, thro' the mist, I hear the killdees cry. 

A sorrow as of one who says: "Farewell," 
And turns away and tearless hopes no more, 

Haunts all aroimd; meadow and misty dell 
Speak of the silent room and open door. 

Deep in the woods sits one with veil^ face 
And head bowed low, and over her the leaves 

Fall silently, but of that secret place 
No one may know save he who with her grieves. 
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TO REST 

Dully diill, the day draws to a close. 
The splendor of the noontide lost in haze — 
The violet and gold m sombre grays, 

A trappist bowed in prayer the sad day goes. 

Chill, chill, the dusk falls round me fast. 
No more of laughter has my cheerless heart. 
In all that once I loved Tve no more part — 

The dream, the beauty, all are overpast 

Dark, dark, and silent is the night — 
The morning — what of morning ? 'Tis a thought, 
A feeble glimmer from a tear-drop caught — 

Who seeks his rest has no more need of light. 
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DEAREST 

Dearest, there is a scarlet leaf upon the blackgum tree, 
And in the corn the crickets chirp a ceaseless threnody — 
And scattered down the purple swales are clumps of 

marigold, 
And hazier are the distant hills in many a lilac fold. 

Dearest, the elder bloom is gone, and heavy, dark maroon, 
The elderberries bow beneath a mellow, ripening noon — 
And, shaking out its silver sail, the milkweed-down is 

blown 
Through deeps of dreamy amber air in search of ports 

unknown. 

Dearest, fuU many a flower now lies withered by the path, 
Their fragrance but a memory, the soul's sad aftermath — 
The birds are flown, save now and then some loiterer 

thrills the way 
With joyous bursts of lyric song born of the heart of May. 

Ah, dearest, it is good-bye time for Summer and her train, 
And many a golden hour will pass that ne'er shall come 

again — 
But, dearest. Love with us abides tho' all the rest should 

go, 
And in Love's garden, dearest one, there is no hint of 
snow. 
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A Song far the Heart in Sorrow 



A SONG FOR THE HEART IN SORROW 

Beauty of wood and streamy 

Beauty of blue above, 
And all in all ever flowing — 
Love, just Love. 

Beauty of song and dream. 
Beauty of buds that ope, 
And flower of all ever blowing — 
Hope, blest Hope. 

Out of the tears that fall, 

Out of Life's dark alloy. 
Ever and ever up-springing — 
Joy, just Joy. 

Sadness here for us all. 

Darkness, here, for a night. 
But, ever the Morning bringing — 
Lo, the Light 1 
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Nightfall in March 



NIGHTFALL IN MARCH 

From waiting woods the screech-owl's mellow purr, 
Fine sprays of elm embroidered on the gray 
That slowly darkens round the dying day, 

In dusk's soft veiling, without voice or stir; 

While one great oak, like some lone worshiper, 
Upon the hilltop toward the west doth pray 
In solemn silence, and so fades away 

Into a dim-sensed immaterial blur. 

" Good night, good night," a sparrow calls apace. 
And woodsy scents, or are they sylphs unseen. 

Steal through the hollow where new forms of grace 
Are making ready for the days serene. 

The yellow violet with its sun-bright face. 
The hardy May-flower in its cap of green. 
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EPICUREAN 

You and I must surely come 

To the margin of the stream 
Where the ferried hosts are diunb, 

And but fitful torches gleam — 
You and I must surely know 

If a haven lies before, 
If the waves that outward flow 

Whisper to a restful shore. 

You and I must surely solve, 

(If solution be in death) 
All our yearning souls evolve 

In the breathing of this breath — 
If the thoughts of the Unknown 

Are but mists that cross the brain, 
From the land of darkness blown 

And in darkness lost again. 

Creeds are brittle staffs that fail 

When we reach the hill of Doubt, 
Creeds are lamps of no avail 

By the shifting winds put out — 
Who shall tell us of the way? 

Who to us its end reveal? 
Who shall touch the veil and say: 

"Life, and Love its folds conceal?" 
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Epicurean 

Love, dear Love, hold fast my hand 

Lest I lose you all too soon! 
You and I may never stand 

'Neath a clearer, fuller noon. 
You and I may never thrill 

With a sweeter draught than this. 
Through the hands of Hope distil 

Rosy cups of after-bliss. 
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Doubt 



DOUBT 

The darkness falls, the last of day is spent, 
And I, with Doubt, sit silent in my tent, 

The fire fallen gray; 
I had not thought that it would end this way, 

But, since 'tis so, 
The journey done, 'twere vain to bid him go. 

No welcome gave I to this dark-browed one. 
But he has followed me through shade and sun. 

And o'er and o'er 
My hand has foimd with his the fast closed door, 
My heart, unwilling, has strange music heard. 

I, with the others, cried out shame 1 and shame 1 
And with the others oft reviled his name. 

Yet followed he. 
And with a sad fixed look regarded me. 

While Heaven grew dim 
And all my soul was troubled because of him. 

The darkness falls — sl little flame of light 
Is all that stands twixt me and starless night. 

Or, night withdrawn, 
Haply the beauty of immortal Dawn. 

So then to rest 
In all serenity. Good night, my guest 1 
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Deep Sold of Quiet 



DEEP SOUL OF QUIET 

Deep soul of Quiet that in misty blue 

Dost breathe thy peace upon this twilight vale, 

While glows thy rose of sunset, soon to pale 

From beauty unto beauty sweet with dew 

And tender starlight, — imto thee, anew. 

My soul is drawn, and dreams within me hail 

Thy dreams that speak in every colorful sail 

Of clouds, of rainbows, and each flower-worn hue. 

Ah, all that's purest in me imto thee 

As fragrance unto fragrance, love to love. 

Responds, and waiting, longing to be free — 

Thou, fairest spirit of the realms above, 

Re-incarnate me in this holy light 

That I may follow thee beyond the night. 
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Summer Dawn 



SUMMER DAWN 

All of the hills are date, 

Wreathed in mist for the meeting, 
Silent as lovers who wait 

Clasped in the fullness of greeting; 
And now in the hazels is heard 

A note, as a dreamer were asking 
Of Beauty, and is it a bird. 

Or a fay that the leafage is masking? 

And now of the mystical tide 

Out of the fagry up-welling 
Of beryl-green beauty and wide, 

Ever the beautiful tdling — 
Out of the Deep's white soul — 

The starry and flower-like longing 
Of Light, like an aureole, 

Where the angels of Beauty are thronging. 

And now with an arrow of gold 

Shot high and on cloud-peaks falling. 
With a bow grown suddenly bold — 

Dawn: and a jubilant calling 
Of victory: while a strong star 

Shakes his white shield, and outgoing. 
Flames in the distance afar 

And sinks in the splendor o'erflowing. 
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The Disavowed 



THE DISAVOWED 

A hovel on a gray hill-crest^ 
A crimson sun low down 

And beamless in a wintry west, 
A naked wood of brown. 

And two, the world had disavowed, 

Up-passing to that place 
Unmindful of the chill, the cloud, • 

But laughing face to face. 

The shadows fall athwart the way. 
They pass into the night. 

But now, upon that hill-crest gray. 
See! Love has set a light. 

Cold formalists may scorn, despise. 
And point, and cast the slur. 

To him all Heaven is in her eyes, 
And he is God to her. 
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The Mystic Way 



THE MYSTIC WAY 

Stilly o'er the meadow starred with daisies bright, 
Lies the last sun-gleam of the twilight hour; 

And through the fading after-glow the night 
Drops softly down with fire-fly lights a-flower. 

And, with night, Mystery that beckons me 
Under the beeches, while the wood-thrush sings 

His vesper song inwrought with harmony 
Of mellow flute-notes and low golden strings. 

Under the beeches lit with one white star, 
Whose image trembles in a lilied pool; 

With mystic music leading me afar 
Along a hill-path cedar-sweet and cooL 

Where through the darkness comes a love-word low, 
A touch, a presence long lost to the day, 

A lifted veil, a barge, and then the flow 
Of moonlit waters rippling far away. 
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A Walk 



A WALK 

The silken, golden gossamers ran twinkling to the sun, 
The tented com crowned many a hill with faded green 

and dim, 
The mocking-bird was singing low his tender, farewell 

song, 
And on the day's last beauty lay the smiset shadows long. 

My wandering feet strayed in a path beside the wood- 
land's edge. 

Where starry asters drifted white along the plmny sedge. 

Where evening primrose lifted cups of palest, fragrant 
gold. 

And coral agarics glowed amid the white oaks gray and 
old. 

So still, so still — ^no sound was there to mar the brooding 

peace. 
But oneness with the falling leaf — a thought of life's 

release; 
And in my heart a song unsxmg that trembled to be free. 
But yet was mute beneath the touch, the tears of Mystery. 
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A November Path 
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A NOVEMBER PATH 

Over the hills the wild winds sweeping, 

A red sun sunk in a far gray sea. 
And naught of all the summer's keeping 

But withered wind and leafless tree. 

A fringe of woods on the sky-line showing. 
The call of a sparrow silvery, low. 

And a subtile sense of the sadness blowing 
Across the hills where the wild winds blow. 

The trumpet vines on the fence a-rattle 
In the eddying rush, and the stm grown gray. 

And a blur of bam and of grazing cattle. 
And of meadows brown and of tented hay. 

No stars — and, with heavy footsteps, groping. 
One homeward turned who is heir of grief — 

With naught of all of his toiling, hoping. 
But the chill of Night and a fallen leaf. 
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A Twilight Way 



A TWILIGHT WAY 

A fringe of brown weeds 'gainst the failing light, 
And Bob White calling from a briery cover. 

And Dusk, with brooding wings rose-barred and bright, 
Above the fields a-hover. 

The misty distances of earth and sky 

Made one in frost-sweet beauty round me creeping, 
No breath to break the stillness, but a sigh 

Where many a leaf lies sleeping. 

A rambling fence, where now, in wintry gray. 
The golden-rod, as with a word unspoken. 

Stands silently — the grass beside the way 
Yet wearing Summer's token. 

An ag^ tree, a chimney dimly seen 
Above the angle of a roof-tree lifting — 

With blue-gray smoke along the sky serene 
In fragrant spirals drifting. 

And now a star — a tender, trembling flame 
Of lily-like beauty in the west unfolding. 

As 'twere a flower, elysian gardens claim. 
That Day had been withholdmg. 
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AfiM 



AFIELD 

What time I go where, bending low, 

The pink wild-roses cluster, 
And by the way blackberries sway — 

And com has richer lustre — 
A way that leads through billowy meads 

Of featheary redtop blowing, 
Where shade and sun in ripples run. 

And winds are fragrance sowing — 

What time my heart has left the mart, 

Where grimy smoke is drifting 
Low down, low down, across the town. 

In heavy folds iq[)lifting — 
What time a song calls me along 

The river, seaward dreaming. 
Toward one white peak, my soul would speak, 

Through purple distance gleaming — 

What time I hear, rich, full, and dear, 

The wood-thrush o*er me singing — 
Or that far note through quiet float — 

The lark — a memory bringing — 
Ah, what care I tho' men may cry 

Their dread of darkness falling? 
My way still leads past all the creeds 

Afield, where God is calling. 
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The Mocking'Bird 



THE MOCKING-BIRD 

From the topmost bough of an oak 
He sprang on quivering wing, 

And the waiting heart of the watcher 
thriUed 
To the throb of the heart of Spring. 
In rapture the wild flowers woke, 
And Winter had passed away, 

And a voice — a voice that had long been 
stiUed 
Came back with that Singer in gray. 

The brook with a lilt went by, 
Ah, sweet was each pearly note. 

But the song, the song was a rubaiyat 
rare 
That poured from that magical throat! 
A gleam of the infinite sky. 
All beauty emprismed of light. 

An out-leaping flame on the scintillant 
air 
Of color, entrancingly bright 

So still, so still were the trees. 
As he flashed up in the sim — 
Joy of the hopes of the happy young 
year. 
And dreams of the rainbow spim. 
up 



The Mocking'Bird 



So still, so still was the breeze, 
As tho' it were suddenly blessed 
By all of the upgathered fragrance of 
cheer 
In a blossom of Song confessed. 

Out of the east came a dawn 
Silvery, f afiry, low — 

And the west with luminous scarlet and 
gold 
Was all of a wondrous glow — 
But the glory of day withdrawn, 
And the beauty of moonlight's call. 

Were as ashes of Love to the passion he 
told 
Whose song was the splendor of all. 
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Iris 



IRIS 



Whence earnest thou, Groddess, m satiny purple. 
Out of the hidden ways into the blossoming 
Beauty and Song of this Temple of April? 
Yesterday scarce was a hint of thy coming, 
Dreary the skies and the earth-paths as dreary — 
Now thou art come and with thee the thrilling 
Heart-beats inunortal of love and of dreaming. 
And visions of white in a region of azure 
And silent dark trees, and of glimpses of breakers 
Sunbright and far, with a musical murmur — 
And silvery paths of a strange invitingness, 
Quickening the pulses and calling with fragrance 
Of secrets outbreathed on the lips of red roses: 
Of bosoms half veiled and of laughters like nectar 
Down vistas of cypress, where, languidly straying, 
The Wind of the South half-forgetful of Ocean 
Is whispering still of a beauty unuttered. 
Whence earnest thou? Ah, even now as I ask thee 
I follow, I follow, in swift transformation. 
To the wave of thy hand, to the glint of thy sandals 
Inwrought as with simlight, to the gleam of thy 

garments. 
To the flash of thy smile like the white dove of 

laughter 
A-flutter in poppies of passionate scarlet. 
I follow, I follow, fleet-footed and glowing 
With life that is fed at Pierian foimtains. 
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Down ways that have heard not the footsteps of ages. 
Thou hast lured me and now thou shalt wait me, 

Astarte, 
Deep in some grove, where thy silvery crescent 
Hangs in an ilex more splendid and stately 
Than any of earth, where blossom on blossom 
Of fragrance and color glow purpled with twilight. 
And the star of thy stars like a lily that's fallen 
In mirroring deeps lies fragrantly waiting 
The clasp of thy hand and the joy of thy image. 
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The TwUigfU Moon 



THE TWILIGHT MOON 

Yellow moon among the boughs 

Of this gray November eve, 
With the woods and fields adrowse — 

And the after-glow a weave 
Of dull orange shot with red — 
Moon, by dreams of lovers fed, 
Now, for these the dream is dead. 

Ere the leaf had dropped away. 

Ere the gloomy cloud and chill. 
Ere the blue had turned to gray. 

Or the wooded ways were still — 
With his rainbow wings agleam 
Here, Love piping, danced the dream 
Radiant in the summer's beam. 

Now each cold, deserted nest. 
Passion-built of Love and Song, 

Silence-chilled, as chills the west, 
Tells that time is overlong. 

All the vows that here were told. 

Are as things forgotten, cold 

As the immemorial mould. 
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From the Hill 



FROM THE HILL 

Glimpses of the river 

And, between, 

Hills of changeful green 
Where tall grasses quiver. 

West winds blowing, blowing, 

Subtly fraught 

With a perf \une caught 
From the locust's sowing. 

Slumbrous white clouds dreaming 

Down the blue — 

And a beauty new 
Ever round me streaming. 

Ah, that I, dissolving, 

Might be one 

With the wind and sun — 
Mystery evolving. 

Ah, that no more bemg 

Of the flesh, 

I to life more fresh 
Might be, joyous, fleeing. 

Life around me dancing 

Sunbeam flecked — 

All imcircumspect, 
Yoimg and e'er entrancing. 
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Surely 



SURELY 

When the woods are all in gray, 
And the chickadee is heard 
Babbling his dear woodland word 

Silvery, like tinkling spray, — 

When you turn to laughter low. 
And from out a coppice near 
White hands wave and disappear — 

Surely then your heart must know. 

When the maples lightly nod 
To One, just across the hill, 
When the wind's warm pauses thrill 

With clear reed notes, and the sod 

Puts up velvet tokens where 
Lovers cannot help but see — 
With the hum of herald bee — 

Surely you will seek her there. 

When the tranquil deeps of blue 
Widen, deepen over-head — 
And there is a hint of red 

On the redbuds just for you — 

When the happy white-hearts tell 
How her kirtle, misty green. 
Brushed them, passing, — ah, I ween, 

Surely you will know full well. 
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Sheep-Bells 



SHEEP-BELLS 

A sudden radiance, through a city wall, 
Upon my heart fell soft as blossom sheen, 
And once again there came the vesper's call 

From meadows green — 
And hidden sheep-bells in faint rhythmic flow 

From hillsides low. 

And on the grass once more I lay to hear 

Each sweedy vibrant pause, — the sudden chime. 

The broken cadences of far and near — 

The silvery rhyme — 
As tho' the dreams of music from each bell 

In dewdrops fell. 

The sun went down, but still its beams made fair 
With golden light the cloud-flecked upper sky — 
And 'neath the silence of the beauty there 

Still trembled by. 
At intervals, that melody of a day 

Too bright to stay. 

O wild, free spirit, angel of my heart 1 

That from the wide, wide fields didst come to me, 

Come day by day, lest dwarfed within the mart 

I no more be 
Of Nature's own, lest ne'er for me shall shine 

Her Light Divine. 
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The Sunset Oaks 



THE SUNSET OAKS 

Brothers of centuries, standing dark and still 

Against the crimson of the sunset glow 
That, lessening slowly, rims the sombre hill, 

I pray you, humbly, that my heart may know 
A stronger, truer comradeship with you 

Who speak not, nor are moved tho' bitter night, 
Out-breathed of earth in iciness anew. 

Blight with white mist, — to know you as the light 
Of yon faint star, that ever silence-fed 
Burns on toward Death amid the myriad dead. 

Brothers of centuries, tho' the years shall bring 

Their gifts of life and death — tho' blinded Fate 
Strike here and there unsparing boor and king — 

Tho' comes to all what comes or soon or late — 
You are the same, save with a softer dream 

You answer joyous Siunmer when she calls. 
Her eyes alight with passion's witching beam. 

You are the same, whatever man befalls; 
No prayer is yours and yet the Spirit, near, 
Seems evermore to love you and to hear. 

Brothers, I pray you, give me but a sign 

Of what is hidden in this mystery 
Of outward form and color — is't divine? 

Or but a dream whose waking shall not be? 
A concept of me bom, as of you leaves? 



[ The Sunset Oaks 



And yet your patience puts to shame my cry, 
And from your poise my soul its poise receives. 

Howe'er it be, Life, Beauty cannot die, 
Nor this strange prescience of our comrade Hope, 
Leading, unseen, where gates of morning ope. 
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THE TULIP TREE 

Bright, golden crowned in winter sunlight, thou 

King of them all in that bright forest where 
The trees are chanting the old mystic air 

Through which are rounded out each bole and bough, 
In all things kingly, burdened with no vow. 

But in the majesty of Beauty fair 
To serve withal, — I would thy splendor share 

And be as strongly poised as thou art now. 
Tho' winds should blow, tho' sleet and bitter blast 

Should beat upon thee, yet within thy heart 
Are tranquil deeps no cloud has overcast. 

And songs of Spring, and that Immortal Part 
That moves in all — the wonder-working Will 

That hastens not but shapeth, shapeth still. 
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[ Orion ] 

ORION 

The splendor of Silence — of snow- jeweled hills and of ice. 
And the shield of Auriga aflame with its starry device, 
And Sirius fair with a beauty and youth as of one 
Untiring and eager, and swift for the race to be run. 

The mystical reaches of space and the cosmical cries 
Of a star that is bom, of a star that all desolate dies — 
And ever the follow and cry and the echoes that keep. 
For the dreamer of dreams, the voices of deep unto deep. 

At the call of the Himter, bright-bdted and Eling of them 

aU, 
Who scatters the teons, as dewdrops, imheeding their fall, 
The soul of the watcher upsprings to foUow, follow the 

chase 
To the striving and death of far worlds in the fiery race. 

To the fields of an infinite whirling of flakes of new fire. 
That scatter and ceaselessly come with a quenchless desire 
To be shaped, to be on where the mightier ones are away. 
Far flaming through deathless night in the glory of death- 
less day. 

TiU he come to the purpose of all, till the Hunter is dead, 
And his ashes are lost, and another cries hollo! instead — 
Till he come to the Place of the Purpose, and, dauntlessly 

free. 
He taketh his quarry of Light, of Truth, and of Beauty 

to Be. 
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NOT GREAT, NOR SMALL 

What is a bee and what the simplest flower? 
Earth mysteries of the Mystery that in all 
Works out Immortal Beauty — the life-call 

Of part to part, expressions of the Power 

That out of sunshine and a silvery shower 
Unfolds the rainbow — makes a rose-leaf fall, 
Moves the strong tides and holds the stars in thrall. 

And leads them singing through each changeful hour. 

So if in quiet, on a summer's day, 
To whoso loves them come the simpler things 

In deep commimion, who can truly say 
He is less poet who their beauty sings? 

Not great, nor small, but this how each to each 

Is boimd of Beauty m one golden speech. 
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PURPLE MARTINS 

A sky of deepest violet blue, 
A cloud or two of pink and white, 

And subtle hints of fragrant dew 
Wind-wafted from the rising night. 

Half song, half laughter, silvery clear, 
A dim, swift flight in widening rings; 

A sudden fall through silence sheer — 
And glints of purple, winnowing wings. 

Dusk weavers, o'er a stilly stream 
Soft mirroring the after-glow — 

A farewell call like some far gleam 
Of golden sunset fading slow. 
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The Dawn 



THE DAWN 

Sweep onward, Earth, and bring again the dawn-light to 

the sky, 
The splendor and the witchery, the hope that cannot die, 
The still, fair waiting of the trees, the wood-thrush singing 

low. 
The something nev^ put in song the raptured heart would 

know. 

My soul is weary of the night, the doubt, the questioning. 
Sweep onward I Let me hear again the music of Dajr's 

Spring. 
And let me see with young, clear eyes the glory spreading 

wide, 
And Joy with radiant face upturned to greet the radiant 

tide. 

O Earth, mysterious ship, that bears me on through seas 

of space, 
Haste to the Dawn I I'U ask no more ''Where is the harbor 

place?" 
But just to see the light as 'twere the flower-soul of a 

Dream, 
Or fragrance visible in tints of roseate glow and gleam. 

The Dawn! The Dawn! I faint, I fall, the darkness is 
so deep. 
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[ The Dawn ] 

Whence Sleep has fled, but haunted still by Shapes that 

mock at Sleep, 
But there the hills adoring wait the Word that Love has 

said: 
The miracle of Light and Life and Beauty from the dead. 
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Green Leaf — Golden Leaf 



GREEN LEAF — GOLDEN LEAF 

Green leaf, golden leaf, crimson and brown 
Calling me, calling me out from the town. 
How shall I answer them, what shall I say? 
Wait for me, comrades, my heart knows the way I 

Bird song, and bee song, and many a dream 
With the moonlight mellow on wood and on stream, 
The song of the stars, and a wildflower's grace, — 
Keep for me, comrades, the old loving place. 

All the day long I've been thinking of you, 
And ever my heart has been true, has been true, 
Never a day but to you I would fly, 
I'll love you, I'll love you, ah yes, till I die. 
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Sunset on the River 



SUNSET ON THE RIVER 

Low in the west a splendor streams afar, 
In vast coronas edged with flaming red, 
m Between whose rays the half moon, overhead, 

^ Floats faintly golden, rippling on the bar 

In glimmering reflection, gold and spar 
Of phosphorescent lustre. Duskward led 
The floddng blackbirds, like a fan outspread. 

Wave sofdy, jeweled with an emerald star. 

And now the river, oily-bright and still, 
Is netted with swift flame and tender blue. 

Twin magic of the magic that doth fill 
The deeps above, an answer hue to hue 

In Nature's artistry, the nameless spell 
Of Beauty's inmianence forever new. 
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NOCTURNE 

Still, so still is the world. 

And the red in the west is waning. 

And Dusk is a lifted cup 

Silently overflowing 

With a dimness dewy sweet, 

And soft as an April's raining 

The songs of the fidd-larks fall 

As day o'er the hill is going. 

Sad, ineffably sad. 

Are the thoughts forever returning 

With the tender, broken gleams 

Of an old, old Dream imdying. 

And over, and over again 

Are the tears and the nameless yearning. 

And a voice like the wind in the pines 

Sighing, ceaselessly sighing. 
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ONE OF MANY 

When I am faint from marchings how the meads 
Would give me drink from their canteens of peace. 
But no, the battle! will it never cease? 

Dear CjodI this soul of mine, hath it no needs? 
Must Might forever hold it in command 
And it be driven by Greed's ruthless hand? 

When I am worn and weary, how the trees 
Would bend to soothe me with their songs of cheer. 
But hark, the discords! Is no master near 

Who shall xmfold Life's hidden harmonies? 
Nay, when I call to Thee, my God, must I 
Forever hear strange, jangling chords reply? 

When I am near heart-broken, how the hiUs 
Would draw me with their silences to rest. 
Behold these chains! Ah, often sore-distressed 

I've prayed to Death to ease me of my ills. 
Now, blind and helpless, by the road I wait, 
Prone in the dust, the final stroke of Fate. 
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A NEW SONG 

Oh for a splendid new Song all aglow as the Morning is 
glowing 
When Summer comes over the hills, and a new light 
flames in the sky — 
A Song of the ardent-eyed white-throated Dawn, with 
golden hair flowing. 
Of hope in the heart of a man, God Hope, that shall 
never-more die, 

A Song of the forests tall, of the trees of the Lord out- 
hymning 
The Word of the glory of all — the dream that shall 
never-more fail, 
A Song of the radiant peaks, with azure the desolate rim- 
ming. 
Sons of the Silence of God, that breathe us His peace 
thro' the veil. 

A Song of the sweep of the winds through a myriad 
wheat-heads bending 
In the chant of the anthem of bread and all for the 
world's wide need. 
Of the gleam of the plow, of the strength and the man- 
hood forefending 
Ourselves from our baser selves that are lur&i by lust 
and by greed. 
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[ A New Song ] 

A dean and a powerful Song that shall be of the cosmical 
forces 
That shape toward the end, of the chanting of world- 
stuff with world, 
Of the opaline seas, of the rivers that laugh in their 
courses. 
Of the white sail that dares, and the banner that Truth 
has unfurled. 

A noble and heart-felt Song out of the deeps of all being, 
Voicing the Kinship of man, and Love for the blending 
of all— 
Of the waiting and calm, and the rapture that cometh of 
seeing 
The enthronement of Peace and the nations athrill 
with her call. 

A Song untouched by the past, by the Old World's heavy- 
eyed sorrow. 
But strong as the eagle is strong, and glad, with his eyes 
on the sun. 
And his wings up-poised for an evermore splendid to- 
morrow. 
In the rapture of flight and of light and of Joy just 
begun. 
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WIND OF THE WEST 

Wind of the west in the Autumn weeds, 

Wind of the white half -moon 
And the dancing, yellowing, primrose meads, 

I ask but a simple boon: 
The mists a-dream by a quiet stream 

And the pipes of the fields in tune. 

Behold, you are given all mysteries 

Wind of the far-ofiE hills! 
And you know the secrets of all the trees 

And the songs of all the rills, 
From the grasses tall I ask but the call 

Of the quail, and a peace that stills. 

Old, old are you, yet forever yoxmg. 

Wind of the unknown deep. 
Spirit of Life out of Spirit sprung! 

I ask but the grace of sleep 
In a stilly place where a wild-flower face 

Bends low, and the wild-briers creep. 

Wind you've followed the ways of God, 
And know where His footsteps lead 

O'er the graves of the myriads by Him trod 
Whose dust is their only meed. 

1 only pray for an Autunm day 
And the sound of a sighing reed. 
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THE DEEPS 

Over the gray hilltop 

The crows are stridently calling. 
And the wind has a tuneful stop 

Rising and sweetly falling, 
And the pool has the clouds in its deep. 

And the moon, like a silvery feather, 
And there, in the depth, they keep 

Strange i&ilence together. 

Over my soul are the cries 

Of dreams and of thoughts unresting. 
And the music that never dies 

Of Song that is singing and nesting — 
But down in the deeps, ah me. 

Far down in the deeps imbroken. 
Are Fate and the wan Mystery 

Called Life, and the Word Unspoken. 
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THE WATCHER 

Sflvery and golden green, 

Silently the river ran, 
Shining now, and now unseen, 

Through the willows tipped with tan, 
Ribboned with the ruddy trail 

Of the beamless, setting sun. 
Pulsing through a misty veil 

Azure, fringed with grayish dun. 

To the watcher on the shore. 

Beauty-drawn, with narrowed eyes. 
Watching till the day be o'er, 

All the faery of the skies. 
Came a music chanted low — 

As of earth and sea and star 
In the onward sweep and flow 

Of the cycles near and far. 

So the night was lifted up. 

Slowly hiding sky and tide. 
Like a starry- jeweled cup 

Quaffed of myriads who had died — 
So the music passed, and he 

Drowsy, was it Death or Sleep, 
All forgot — ah, mystery, 

Who of him shall memory keep ? 
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BEAUTY AND SONG 

'' Beauty and Song are dead 
Forevermore ! " Mammon said : 

"These of a childish day, 

The people have cast away 
As the passing gleam of a foolish dream — 

The rays of a tinsel sway." 

Blithely answered my heart: 

"Weigh not thou these in the mart! 
List I in the raptured hush, 
The song of the woodland thrush — 

And the lyrics that run thro' the shade and the sun 
Of the reeds and the grasses lush. 

"Rivulets glimpse the blue, 
And every wild-flower hue. 

And laugh in a silvern fall 

With a mellow, wild-wood call — 
And sleep in a pool, clear, deep, and cool, 

Mirror and soul of it all." 



Then, singing, I walked in a dell 
All sweet with a woodsy smell — 

And face to face with a rose 

Whose secret no mortal knows. 
And a butterfly came like an orange flame, — 

And the scent of the elder's snows. 
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And I heard, in rhythmic beat, 
A measure for lovers' feet — 

Or was it a star swept by 

With music of midnight's sky? 
Or the joyous fire of a master's lyre 

In a melody strange and high? 

And I saw through a wooded screen, 
All leafy, a vista green — 

And numberless beings bright. 

Like foam, for a moment white, 
Upgleamed, and there, through the golden air. 

Fell sofdy the inner Light. 

And I heard as it were a sound 
Musical, out of the groxmd. 

Swelling in organ tone — 

And voices of wood and stone 
In a harmony as of earth and of sea 

Low chanting of two alone. 

And then with heaven-kissed eyes 

Wherem all loveliness lies, — 
Clothed as of primal dower 
With Splendor and Joy and Power — 

To the world-mad throng came Beauty and Song, 
Crowned with a deathless Flower. 
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THE SHAPER 

Sword-gashed he sank beneath the djring Sun — 
And there a Dream stole by and touched his sight 
And led him on thro' crescine blood-tinged light, 

Until he heard as thunder, one by one. 

Time's last hour-strokes. Then came the cohorts dun 
Of mighty clouds hurled past, led by swart Night — 
And then fell Silence, as on some lone height. 

Ere through the east the veins of red life run. 

And in that silence came a thing grotesque 
Who, bending o'er him, said: "Behold in me 
The Shaper of all human destiny — 

The Blind One, writing in grim arabesque." 
And then he woke, beneath a mocking moon. 
Amidst heaped dead, foul, ghasdy, battle-hewn. 
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In August 



m AUGUST 

A wall of green and gray, 
That guards the sultry day, 
Sheer from the meadow lands 
The level cornfield stands. 

From post to post is spread 
The trumpet flower's red — 
And dusty vagrant trains 
Of mulleins crowd the lanes. 

Through trembling hazy heat 
The crow's wings slowly beat — 
And knee-deep stand the cows 
In shrunken ponds, and drowse. 

And in a lowly place, 
Grown used to Death's dark face. 
Sit two sad souls and wait 
The nearing steps of Fate. 
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AUTUMN FIELDS 

O Autumn fields how dear, how dear are you 
When the last bright leaf has f alien, and the light 

Behind the woodland melts in misty blue. 
And you lie waiting for the holy night. 

Through memories, dreams, what longings do you 
wake 

For that I know not of, save that it calls 
In wood and stream, in every path I take — 

Save that its music ever round me falls. 

Ah, but to wait with you, and something still 

Inviolate of speech thrills all my soul 
With infinite beauty, caught from some far hill, 

Some peak of dawn, some twilight aureole. 

My flesh no longer seems to weigh me down. 
Its dulness all departs, its heavy human need. 

And I go floating o'er the meadows brown — 
A mist that barkens to a far, sweet reed. 

And yet, and yet, as one who lingering goes. 

The pearly immortelle beside the fence 
Still holds my heart, — and still its fragrance flows 
With deep, true earth-love through each quickened 
sense. 
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Still calls the clematis that, misty gray, 
Falls in an avalanche across my path; 

Still waits the rapture of the winding way 
Thick with the tangle of the aftermath. 

Still sings the creek a song I love to hear — 
Its bubble, bubble, where the willows trail 

Their slim, brown fingers in the current clear — 
Its babble, babble o'er the painted shale. 

Still croons the wind, above the fallen grass, 
A tender melody of love and death — 

And spirits white the mists before me pass 
Made one with Silence like a parting breath. 

Made one with Silence I Ah me, strangely dim 
The way that leads forever past regret. 

List, O my soid, hast thou no cheering hymn. 
No starward thought ? Ah yes 1 and yet, and yet - 
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THE VESPER-SPARROW 

Faint shadows, violet-tinted, long, — 
And in the west a golden gleam — 
And like the flute-call of a dream 
That holy song. 

A longing that no words can bear 
From heart to heart in human speech, 
Now moves my soul in mute out-reach 
Through that pure prayer. 

A stiUness and the fading light, 
A star or two, a dewy blur — 
And silvery-flne as gossamer 
"Good night, Good night." 
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IMPRESSIONS 

A spirit call that thrills in all, 

A hand that beckons still — 
A fallen leaf, a touch of grief, 

A wind of wayward will. 
A melody, a memory, 

A mist upon the hill. 

A voice, a dream, a starry gleam 

That holds me, draws me on 
To mystic heights where Beauty lights 

The altar of the Dawn, 
Or through the deeps where Silence keeps 

The lips from life withdrawn. 

A passing face of tender grace. 

The fate it cannot see. 
The faint of breath who wait for Death 

Scarce wondering what shall be — 
The imknown way my feet obey 

Led on by Destiny. 
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A PLACE 

Here would I linger where no voice is heard 
But that which wakes amid the falling leaves, 

The long sweet whisper of a tender word 
No tongue can utter: where the sunlight weaves 

A magic of fair colors and soft haze 

And dreams of youth and dear departed days. 

Here would I worship 'neath Cathedral trees, 
Their branches arched against the violet sky 

In lovely tracery, — hear the harmonies 
That in the forest's heart deep-hidden lie. 

And kneeling humbly I would here be one 

Of the blest brotherhood of wind and sun. 

And here at last I would lie down and rest, 
And in the secret chambers of the earth 

Become, through processes the kindliest. 
The dust of Nature — matrix of the mirth 

Of May, of rose-crowned June, of flowers that rise 

To woo the bees beneath bloom-scented skies. 
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DUSK 

The bunting's bell-like melody 

Floats o'er the still lagoon, 
Where in the shade grave herons wade, 

And hidden rain-crows croon. 

And in the water, silver-bright. 

And on the willow's rim, 
A lamp of dreams the new moon gleams 

Along a woodway dim. 

And now a silent tent is Night 
All fragrant, cool, and deep. 

And painted o'er with starry lore. 
Where nods the mystic. Sleep. 



'5J 



( 



The Pleiades 



THE PLEIADES 

Bedouins are they, with camp-fires brightly burning, 
While twilight fails and shadows deepen round. 

Tired of the desert Day, and now with joy returning 
As to a well-loved ground. 

How still they are — perchance some eerie story 

Of incantation one is telling now 
Of deserts far, or haply war's wild story. 

Flame kindles eye and brow. 

Or, vision-thrilled, some minstrel is recalling 

A strain of that high music of the mom 
That, with God's splendor filled, in starry measures fallings 

Woke when a world was bom. 

Or, bending low, they hear the yearning crying 
Of my free soul that would be with them there, 

And marvel as it were some meteor flying 
Across the enchanted air. 
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MAY DAYS 

There is something in these days 

Like the fragrant memory 

Of a quaint old melody, 
That in joyous measure stays, 

Or, within old gardens wreathed. 

Like the souls of pinks out-breathed. 

Sunlight's more than sunlight now. 
It is Beauty's fairest thought, 
'Tis the glamour Love has caught. 

From a lover's dream and vow, 
'Tis the magic, golden-spim. 
Of the fairies of the sun. 

Lilies are the clouds of white. 
And the damask of the rose 
Is a maiden's cheek that glows 

In a new and dear delight. 

She for whom, in old Romance, 
Knights were wont to break a lance. 

Redbird is a starry fire 

In an orbit wild and free. 

Kindling in each lusty tree 
Crimson splendor of desire. 

And upon the starling's wings 

Scarlet, thrilled with passion, sings. 
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May Days 

Now upon each wildflower face 
Is the wonder always new, — 
Now all lovely dreams come true 

In undying youth and grace: 
And the silvery dewdrops spell 
Words that poets know full well. 

Yet, each flower that greets the sky 
Is a sign of something deep 
Beauty evermore shall keep 

An immortal mystery — 
Daisies whispering on the hill 
Secrets have unspoken still. 

Just to see the wind and leaf 
Dancing on the topmost bough, 
With a rare delight, somehow. 

Moves the heart — and yet a grief 
Like a shadow softly strays 
Through the joy of these May days. 
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PRELUDE 

What is this dream that is so near? 

This music trembling on the strings? 
This strange, sweet something doubly dear- 

These whisperings 

Of song and word 

My heart has heard? 

A mist is over all the land, 

A joy-in-sorrow and a hush 
Of listening ear and lifted hand — 

And still the gush 

Of Song delays, 

And Silence stays. 

I wait and watch among the hills. 

And all my soul in yearning cries 
To Beauty, who all Nature thrills — 

To'touch my eyes 

That I may see 

This Mystery. 
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THE MEADOW-LARK 

Dear flute of Memory f aindy blown 

Across the twilight land, 
Across the shadowy land where lone 

The trees like mourners stand, 
Sweet flute of Mystery that brings. 

Above the fading hill. 
The stars, in heart rememberings, 

And darkness strangely still. 

Clear flute of Memory I ah, I hear 

The voices silent long; 
The afterwhile of Faith is near. 

The handclasp and the song — 
O flute of Longing! thro' the mist 

I reach my hands to thee. 
To thee my heart's evangelist 

Of music yet to be. 

O flute of Mystery, spirit flute. 

Blown gendy from afar 
Across the waiting fields and mute, 

Where dreams the holiest are, — 
For e'er thy tender, wild notes keep. 

And when at last I fall 
And with the grass and flowers sleep • 

Oh, wake me with thy call. 
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THE LAST GLOW 

Not changing splendor but a dull pink glow. 
And pulsing, large, the red sun in the boughs 
Of gaunt white sycamores. The flocks that browse 
Upon the hillside pasture bleating low 
In plaintive cadences — and singly, slow, 
]ji passing silhouette the homing cows 
Upon the hilltop, and o'er all a drowse 
Of mist that deepens in chill overflow. 
Now comes the dusk and a wan stillness falls 
Upon the land, and I am left alone 
With dull opaqueness — jrielding, voiceless walls 
That dose behind me in gray monotone, 
Through which, a faint, far cry, the redwing calls — 
As Night's black muffling cloak is round me thrown. 
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GOOD-BY 

When stany sweetgums down the way 

Turn dark maroon and red; 
When cynic dragonflies are gay; 

A low good-by is said: 
Heart-musicy saddening earth and skyy 
Good-by, good-by. 

When climbing buckwheat lifts its plumes 

Of greenish white and gold. 
And bees, on wild sunflower blooms, 
A last mad revel hold — 
With meeting of the lips — a sigh — 
Good-by, good-by. 

When crimson pokeweed marks the path 

That leads to meadows low, 

Where fragrant is the aftermath. 

Where asters drift like snow. 

From fallen grasses crickets cry 

Good-by, good-by. 

When odor of tobacco's blown 
From housing skid and bam, 
And gossamers are silver sown. 

Like finest tangled yam — 
From flocks of blackbirds drifting high — 
Good-by, good-by. 
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Good-By 

When little butterflies in pools 

Are twinkling in the road; 
And there's a hint of frost that cools — 

And hastens the last load — 
From garnered fields, from weeds that die- 
Good-by, good-by. 

Ah me, the chill upon the heart, 
The hour that will not stay — 

When, dearest one, we, too, must part 
Some day, alas, some day. 

Fate knowest thou this agony ? 
Good-by, good-by. 
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